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A S Sparks fly upwards, Man is born Page. 37* 

As I ſat at my Spinning-Wheel > 4... | 
All you that muſt needs take a Leyen 83.4 ; 
A Damſel, I'm told | % "A: 2 
And in each Traft of Glory * K 
As early I walk'd on the firſt of ſweet May 9 


+ - 


Amongſt the pure ones all 6 <J<.:u0s © 
\ Fig for thedainty civil Spouſe 126 
Curſe attend that Woman's Love 1780 
Ill you that do to Love belong 1 ©} © 3 
rtiſt, who underneath the Table 189 g 
nd Ill o'er the Moor to Maggie 206 ; 
uld Rob Moris that wins in yon Glen 2024. - 
| At Polwart on the Greea a 20 
Away you Rover 22 - 
s the Snow in Vallies \ying - 22d. 
young Man lately in our Town ; - 
1s Cupt _— Ages paſt s 
Ik me, why 1 ſend you here 24260 
\ Presbyterizn Cat ſat watching, Sc. 327 
At dead of Night, when wrapt in Sleep 338 
As Damon late with Chloe ſat 339 
Abroad as I was walking, Sec. 349 
A Graſhopper and a F uy , 332 
Away, away, ye brave Foxhunting Race 359 


A reſtleſs Lover I eſpy'd 367 
A loſty young Blackſmith at his Vice, &c 369 
A. Shepherd kept Sheep on a Hill ſo high 374 
As Oyſter Nas ſat by * Tub 377 


= ſmooth winding T. 


An Alphabetical TAB TL * 

w on ye Winds, deſcend ſoft: Rain 
By Moon light on the Green 

bella, my bouncing Doxy 

Beauty from Fancy rakes its Arms 
Behold the Birds in Love combin'd 
Belinda, ſce from yonder Flow'rs 
By a mumuring Stream a fair Shepherdeſs lay 197 
Bright Cynthi a Pow'r divinely great 201 
By ſmooth- winding * Swain, Sec. 220 
Born with the Vices of my Kind 247 
By the gaily circling Glaſs 251 
By dimpled Brook, and Fountain Brin 255 


Bacchus, God of mortal Pleaſure 258 
Bleſt as th' immortal Gods is he 259 
By Drinking drive dull Care awa 272 
Bacchus is a Pow'r divine | 299 
Be wary, my Calia, when Celadon ſucs 321 
Bring out your Coney-skins 174 
Come and liſten to my Ditty 3 
Come, chear up your Hearts 22 
Chloe, when I view thee ſmili E 25 
Come, come to my Arms, my Treaſure 28 
Cold and raw the North did b IIIA. 
Come from the Groves each Goddeſs 32 
Come liſten ye Engliſh, a while to my Strain 43 
Come fill me a Glaſs, fill it high 82 
Come Love, let us join 8 68 
Celia, my Heart has often rang d 70 
Cali a has a thouſand Charms 73 
Chloe bluſh'd and frown'd and ſwore 1 


Come all ye jolly Bacchanals Lid. 
Can you live ranging 24 
Come, come, my Molly, let us be jolly 95 
Come hither, good People, both aged, Sc. 106 


Celadon, when Spring came on 146 


Come, my Honey, let's to Bed 245 
Come, Fogg bid Adieu to Fear 256 


Ceaſe to perſuade, nor fay you love, & 2 


. 


He 4lpbabitical TA 1 1 K. 


14 Noe, my fair Deſpiſer 234 

16 vpid once in ſearch of Prey ; 285 
56 ame, all ye Youths, whoſe Hearts cer bled 293 
88 ynt hia frowns whene'er I wooe her 297 
101 celebrate this Feſtival Ibid, 
123 alia, too late you would repent 302 
165 ome, bere's to the Nymph that I love 317 

197 alia, let not Pride undo guar - * 

201 an I view a doating Aſs 333 
220 ome, come, my Hearts of Gold 334 
247 hloe's a Nymph in flow'ry Groves 352 
251 alia, hence with AﬀeRation 360 
255 caſe, ceaſe of Cupid to complain 37% 
258 Draw, Cupid, draw 69 
*59 eil take the War that hurry'd Willy, &. gr 
272 Dear Molly, why ſo oft in Tears 191 
299 MD«mbarton's Drums beat bonny — © 202 
321 Down in the North Country 295 
374 WD «ky, no more miſpend your Time 220 
2 Pear Chloe, attend . 340 
22 Pear Pinckaninn | 356 

25 Drunk I was laſt Night, that's poz 361 
29 MWD amon, if you will believe me, 362 
bid, Mieine Aftres hi ther flew £ 374 
arly in the Dawn of a Winter's Mora 329 
'ooliſh Swain, thy Sighs forbear 97 

air [vis I love and I boutly die 134 

rail's the Bliſs of Woman 163 

"air Chloe my Breaſt ſo alarms | 176 

or a Soldier or Poet eonſumedly poos 18x 

aireſt Iſle all Iſles excelling 162 

arewel my bonny, witty pretty Mos 229 

ly, ye lazy Hours, haſte bring him here 424 

ame's an Echo, prattling Bubble 252 

rom Tyrant Laws and Cuſtoms free 254 

— ye Hills mn i 266 

ly me not, Sylvia, why do you ly me 270 

Grace : | 


ine Ladies with an art 
AZ 


4 
| 


| 
| 


— 


— 


— 

—— — 

_— 1 
* 


— — 
— — — — 


— 


— — 


— — — 


— — —— —ä—ͤ— — AA — 
- 


— - -— — 


N 
— 


4 


7 - — - 
2 AI — , — — 
— — 2 AD —— — — - 
— — — we dl he © PR. 
4 
* 


— — 


An Alphabetical TA L ni 


Fair Silena, Queen of Love Did. 
Flocks are ſporting, Doves are courting 279 
Fooliſh Prater, what do'ſt thou 280 
Farewel, thou falſe Philander, 292 
From Place 10 Place forlorn I go 29; 
Fair Amoret is gone aſttay 304 
Flights of. Cupids hover round her 30: 

* Farewel to Lochaber, and farewel my Jean 313 1 
Fly merry News among the Crews Ibid. I 
Genius of England, from thy pleaſant, c. 301 
God proſper long from being broke on fi 
Gaffer and Gammer were faſt in their Neft 1001 
Good Friends and Neighbours, all draw near 1: 281 

Give me but a Friend and a Glaſs, Boys 150881 

Great Lord Frog to Lady Mouſe 1571 
Gin ye meet a bonnie Laſſie 211 
Go, go, go, 15 falſeſt of thy Sex begone 221 
Gather your Roſe-buds while you may 261 
Gently touch the warbling Lyre | 292 

| Great Jove once made Love like a Bull 355 
Have you not ſeen the Morning Sun 


Help me, cach harmonious Grove 26 

Here's a Whim-wham new come over 35 
How hard is the Fate of all Woman- kind 64 
How ſmoothlythe Minutes, dear Cela don, flow 65 


Happy's the Love which meets retuunn 6% 1. 
Hail Maſonry !'thou Craft divine 961 

How blythe was I each Morn to ſee 1270 7. 
How = may Life be term'd u Pla 1400 x, 
Hold, Fohy, ere you leave me Þ 14108 7, 
Hark, Lucinda, to the Wooing v1) Fi 
Happy's the Love. The New way 20008 7, 
He u ho. for ever . 2210 x, 
He that has the beſt Wife - - . 23108 x, 
Have you ſeen Battledore Play 24 7. 


Ho do they err, who throw their Love 2578 34 
How happy are we th; Thid, 

Hark bow the Trumpet ſounds to Battle 281 b 
Hark, hark, on ev'ry Spray 2384 a 


i 


Av Alphabetical TAT. 


Did. | 
279 Nor, court Dorinda! who the Devil 259 
280 aſte, baſte, dear Youth, and tell the Fair 294 
292 ow happ'ys that Husband, &. 349 
293 erc's a Health to the Tackers, my Boys* 372 
304 fNMIa ancient Days I've heard, with Horns 32 
303 f the Heart of a Man is deprefs'd with Cares 54 
if you'd court the Joy won't leave you 73 
Ibid. ſing mighty Markbaw's Gullet 102 
35M know I'm no Poet, my Song it will ſhewit 111 
_ $6 In Beauty or Wit 128 
109 BT am a jolly Huntſman 129 
r 113 BT ſaid to my Heart between Sleeping, &c. 139 
150 FT am a poor Shepherd undone 147 


157 
212 


In London Town there liv'd well known 150 
I'll tell you a Story, a Story that's true 158 
In vain's the Force of Female Arms 165 


I never ſaw a Face till now 174 
I will awa' wi' my Love 205 
I am come to lock all faſt Ibid. 
Ik Gold could lengthen Life, I ſwear 246 
If Love's a ſweet Paffion : 258 
If Wine be a Cordial, why does it torment. 260 
I'll face e'ery Danger to reſcue my Dear 265 
I had rather enjoy a Girl that is coy 266 
In good King Lewis's Land 276 
1 ſing of ſtrange Diſcords that happen'd Sc. 28 
Importunate Love be gone 287 
In Chloris all ſoft Charms agree 294 
Tanthe the lovely, the Joy of her Swain 309 
In this Grove my Strephoy walk'd 925 
I once was a Poet at London #97 
met with the Devil in the Shape of a Ram 338 
In our Country, and in our Country 370 
In Courts Ambition kills the Great $83 
I'll ſing you a Song of my Miſtreſs, &. 384 
ckie met with Jenny fair 12 
olly Roger Twangdillo of Plocden-· Hill 40 
284 «ckie was a dowdy Lad ” *; 


A 3 
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Jolly Souls that are gen'rous and free 178 N 
Joy to the Bridegroom ! fill the Sky 217 N 
Juſt coming from Sea, our 8 and we 225 N 
folly Mortals, fill your Glafles - 267 N 
Jock and Jenny together were laid 21m N 
indly, kindly, thus, my Treaſure 2320 N 
Kind Heav'n no Peace to the Perjur'd allows 249 C 
Like a wandering Ghoſt I appear 50 C 
Love is like the raging Occan — "ad C 
Lay by your Pleading _ 236 C 
Let Soldiers fight for Pay or Praiſe 230 0 
Liberty's the Soul of Living 247 0 
Let Oliver now be forgotten 249 C 
Live, and Love, enjoy the Fair 252 0 
Let Joy alone take Place, and Muſick ſound 268 ill © 
Let Matters of State diſquiet, S. 280 0 
Love and Beauty, young and gay * 286 C 
Love's a Diſtemper that comes with, Sc. 322 ( 
Laſt Night a Dream came into my Head 343 
Love is a Bauble - 348 ( 
Mothers thro' too much Pride or Love at ; 
My Goddeſs Celia, heav'niy fair 48 ( 
| Maids like Courtiers muſt be woo'd 126 ( 
| Miſtaken Fair, lay Sherlock by 17s ( 
My Goddeſs Lydia, heavenly Fair 222 fl 
Maiden freſh as a Roſe | 273 
My dear Miſtreſs has a Heart 301 | 
May the Ambitious ever find a 302 | 
My Heart is ev'ry Beauty's Prey 307 | 
My Friend and I we drank whole Piſs-pots 322 
Maids are grown ſo coy of late 36z | 
My Mind to me a Kingdom is 363 | 
My Miſtreſs is a Hive of Bees 364 
Marriage it ſcems is for better for worſe 373 
Not this blooming April Seaſon _ 
Nonſenſical Folks prepare 74 
Not Eden's Garden did diſdain 166 


© Nany's to the Creen- wood gane 199 


_— 
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178 Never figh, but think of r x ' 293 

217 No Glory I covet, nor Riches I want 253 

225 Nor on Beds of fading Flowers 256 

267 Now, now the Tories all thall toop 353 

311 Now to you, ye dry Woers 357 
220 Now all my Friends are laid in Grave 366 

249 O my little Punchinello | 5 

50 One Ev'ning the lovelieſt Fair "i 

188 Of all Occupations 11 

Of all our fond Diverfions 19 

Of all the World's Enjoyments 35 

Oh! my poor Husband, for ever he's gone 78 

Of all 4 Girls that are ſo ſmart 103 

Oh! the Time that is paſt 138 

Once in a Summer Ev'ning fair 167 

280 Oh! what Pleaſures will abound 172 

286 Orer the Mountains | 19k 

322 Of Race divine thou needs muſt be 208 

243 Oh! my panting, panting Heart 224 

348 Oh! lead me to ſome peaceful Gloom 228 


ar Oh ! lead me to ſome peaceful Room Thid. 
48 Ob! Fenny, Fenny, where haſt thou been 241 


126 On every Hill in every Grove 254 

17s On, on, my dear — Sec. 26 U 

213 On the Banks of a River, &c. 1 

273 Of all the Toaſts that Britain boaſts 267 2 
201 O charming cunning Man! thou'ſt been, Sc. 275 | 
202 O my Treaſure 274 

207 Oft I'm by the Women told 288 

122 On a graſſy Pillow 310 

62 Once in our Lives a 331 

163 Oh yes! Oh yes! Oh yes! I cry 3 

64 On Enfield Common I met a Woman 381 

73 Phillis, as her Wine ſhe ſipp'd in 46 

17 Prithee Billy, ben't ſo ſilly 232 

74 Preach not me your muſty Rules 256 

66 Panthea all the Senſes treats 348 

v9 Poor Jenny and I we toiled 378 


Fillicock came io wy Lady's Toe 340 


There was a jovial Beggar 


in Alphabetical TAL x. 
Reftrain'd from the Sight of my Dear 
Reign, Sylvia, — 

See in the limpid floating Glaſs 

Sweet if you love me ſmiling turn 

Sweet are the Charms of her I love 

Since now the World's turn'd upſide down 
Suppoſe a Man does all he can 

Slaves to London, Vil deceive you 
State and Ambition all Joy to Great Ceſar 
Some ſay Women are like the Seas 

vi a on her Arms reclining 

d Philoctes ſigh'd to the Wind 
Since you will needs my Heart poficſs 
She that would gain a conſtant Lover 
Smug, rich, and fantaſtick, old Fumbler 
Stella, Darling of the Muſes | 
Sighs and Storms invade my Breaſt 
S$elinda ſure's the brighteſt thing 
Shall I waſting in Deſpair 
See what a Conqueſt Love has made 
Somnolente, queſo repente 
Stella with Heart-controuling Grace 
To Toaſt the Fair of Britain's Iſle 
Thrice happy Lizzy, blooming Maid 
Thro' all the Conditions of Life 
The Mac:don Youth 
The Laſs that would know how to, Sc. 
The Man that is Drunk is void of all Care 
Thou riſing Sun whoſe gladſome Ray 
*T'was in the Land of Cyder 
To charming Calia's Arms I flew 
Tow and Will were Shepherds Swains 
Thou little blind Deceiver go 
Tho' over all Mankind beſides 
*T'was when Summer was rofie 
"Twas when the Sun began to ſhine 
To play upon a Viol! 

"Two Gods of great Honour, BacgFs, &c, 
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114 


124 
156 
169 
189 
240 


303 
307 
317 


. 3F 


85 
96 
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An Alphabetical TABL A. 


4 | — 
The four and twentieth Day of May 120 
Tho' late Iwas a Nun moſt pure 121 
That Man who for Life 1285 
Tho' you make no Return to my Paſſion 127 
The Lawland Maids gang trig and fine 134 
Tell me no more I am deceiv'd * . 80 
The Gods and the Goddeſſes lately did foaft 170 
The Morn was fair, the Sky ſerene 173 
The Sold iet disbanded and forc'd, c. Ibid. 
Thus | ſtand like a Turk with bis, &. 180 
That the World is a Lottery what Man, Sc. 182 
The utmoſt Grace the Greeks could ſhew 188 
The Guardian Knot | 193 
Thro' the cold ſhady Woods 194 
Teach me, Chloe, how to prove 1092 
The Clock had firuck, faith I cannot, Sc. 210 
The pawky auld Carle came o'er, Gesc. 213 
Twas when the Sheep were Shearin 21S 
To Horſe, brave Boys'of — A 217 
To meet her Mars, the Queen of Love 224 
There was an old Man, and he liv'd, &c, 22s 
Ten Years, like Troy, my ſtubborn Heart 23% 
Toby Still has ne'er his Fill Ibid. 
Three Nymphs contended for my Heart 232 
The Valiant Eugene to Vienna is gone 242 
The wanton God that pierces Hearts 253 
"Twas at the ſilent Midnight Hour 274 
The Groves, the Plains 291 
The happieſt Mortals once were we 308 
Tell me, tell me, charming Creature 309 
The Shepherd Adonis, being weary'd, Sc. 314 
The Night her ſilent Sable wore 316 
The Ocdnance aboard 324 
To you fair Ladies now in Town 33t 
To all ye Ladies now at Bath 335 
The Larks awake the drowſy Morn 343 
The [nftrument with wnich to ſing 344 
Tom Tinker's my true Love, Oc. 245 


An Alphabetiial Tam ln, 


Take not the firſt Re ſuſal ill 34) * 
That ſcornful Sylvia's Chains I wear 350 | 
The jolly, jolly Breeze | ml 9 
The jolly, 5 * Bowl I bid. 
"Tis not a Kiſs, or gentle Squeeze Tm 9 9 
The Devil he pull'd off his Jacket, Sc. 314 WV 
T burſday in the Morn, the Ides of May zu 
Welcome, welcome, Brother Debtet 4 | 
Why ſhould we that Ambition call T | 
Was ever Nympb like Roſamond * 169 
When Dolly wife the Grave diſdain 18 


When a Lover's Sighs his Miſtreſs gain 20 
When Chlre's Pictute was to Chloe ſhewn 21 
When Sylvia ſtrikes the trembling Strings 24 
When I viſit proud Cælia juſt come &. 27 
When humming brown Beer was the, Sc. 36 
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Wine does Wonders ev'ry ” 44 
When Gammey Gurton firſt I knew 54 
When firſt to Cambridge we do come 110 
Whoe er to a Wife : 125 
When my Hairs grow boary , 141 
Welch Morgan, young Teague, &c. 1bid, a: 
Where, on the Stage mock Heroes rage 151 e 
When gay Philander fell a Prize 176 e 
Whenever Chloe, I begin ; 177 Wo 
Were I laid on Gyeenland's Coaſt 1340 Wc 
When Trees did bud, and Fields were, Sc. 201: f 
Why we love and why we hate 1 223 0 
We'll drink, and we'll never have done, Se. 221 Wo 
When Wit and Beauty meet in one 233 Wc 
Whilſt wretched Fools ſneak up aad down 243 e 
What's the Worth of Health or Living 2460 
Would you taſte the Noontide Air 252... 
When yielding firſt to Daon's Flame 26360 
M hat Man in his Wits had not rather, &:c. 264 Wo 
When Celadon firſt from his Cottage, Sc. Ibid. Wc 
Whilſt y ou jant it up and down 269 e 
With tuneful Pipe and merry Glee 279 e 


Will the Linnet fly the Snare | 280 


An Alphabetical TAL x; 


Vho is Sylvia, what is ſhe 
When Strephon to Chloe 
Why art thou dreſt, my lovely Maid 


$ 
134 hile in the Bow'r with Beaury bleſt 

353 WV hen HAvia in Bathing, her Charms, Sec. 

272 WV by ſhould a fooliſh Marriage Vow. 

374 WV hen, lovely Phillis, thou art kind 
oy we love, and why we bate 
i; WV here have you been, my lovel Sailor bold 
16 WV hen firlt 1 beheld Clarinda's Eyes 
14 WV hen abſent from the Nymph I love 


When Beauty blazes heavenly bright 
Whilſt I gaze on Chloe trembling 

hile ſilently L lov'd, nor dar d 
Would Fate to me Belinda give 
V hat tho' Lam a London Dame 

Who truſts quaint Urbanity - ' 


286 
289 
290 
291 
297 
300 
301 
302 
304 
306 
315 
319 
320 
328 
330 
332 
336 
3414 
350 
36s 


45 


44 
„ben for Air I take my Mare 
110 ben 1 vifit proud Calia, &c, 
12; hat Creature's that with his ſhort Hairs 
14t ben Maids live to Thirty, yet never, Sc. 376 
Lid. Ne Cats that at Midnight ſpit Love at, &c. 


le Lads and ye La ſſes that live ar Longleat 5r 


151 
176 e Mad caps of land, who merry, Sc. 76 
_ oung Orpheus 2 his Harp ſo well 84 
e Beaus of Pleaſure © 99 
201 ou that Love Mirth, attend to my Song 116 
223 ou that delight in a jocular Song 118 
224 Nos pretty Birds that fit and fing 182 
233 (People of Ireland, both Country and City 135 
243 e Tacks of the Town 159 
248 Nang Civia na, gay and fair 164 
252 e Winds to whom Colin complains 218 
263 ou Friends to Reformation 278 
264 [our Attempts are in vain 28s 
bid. e Gods, that round fair Celia wait 295 
269 es, I could love, if I could find 299 
279 e Virgin Pow'rs defend my Heart 300 


An - Alphabetical Tam. 
You little blind Deceiver $2 | 
e Gods, was Strepbon's Picture bleſt 
Young Celia, in her tender Years 
You may ceaſe to complain 
Yes, all the World will ſure agree 
You laugh to ſce me fond appear 


— 


—_ 


* 


24 $ 
$44 44% 


SONG I. 3 
The TOAST S. Tune, 7 all you 
Ladies now at Land. © 


2 O Toaſt the Fair of Britain's Iſle 
nls Verſe I here intend: | 


a With a fa la, &c. 
But Shirley ſee, with matchleſs Grace, 
Calls —_— 2 De 
Ind kindly ſays with ſmiling Fa 
She'll ad b Aid refuſe : 6 A * a 
Drink then to her whoſe Charms inſpire 
t once with Awe and ſoft Deſire. : 
| | With a fa la, &c. 
To Bedford next, reſiftleſs Fair! 
We put the Glaſs about: 
Thoſe Charms ſs bright and fatal are, 
That future Times will doubt, 
Which of the Two have caus'd more Sighs, 
Dr Marlbro's Sword, or Spenſer's Eyes 
. it h a fa la, &. E 
n this we Health to Darcy ſend, 
To Darcy young and gay 3 
ut ſee what Crowds her Steps attend, 
Their Homage due 3 pay 


So fly the Bees, on eager Wing, | 
Atound the Prime of all the 5-9 3 
4 3 With a fa la, & qe. 
Here drink to Bertie's ſparklin E 
Ere to the Bridegroom's rv Ss $4 
She yields herſelf a willing Prize, 
ith all her hidden Charms: 
Oh ! were thoſe Charms firſt giv'n to me, 
As happy as a Prince I'd be. 
; Let Windham next our Wine inſpire, 
And raiſe each raviſh'd Senſe : 
More bleſt with Beauty than her Sire 
With Manly Eloquence : 
Oh! could his Tongue charm like her Eyes, 
Ev'n Walpole's ſelf might Fi the Prize, 
; 1th a fa la, &c. 
Now next at Williams' Shrine we bow, 

By youthful Beauty led; 
As wild as Hinds upon the Brow 
Of her own Monntains fed: 
As wanton and as wild as they, | 
She too muſt Lover-like obey. 

With a fa la, & . 
Tho? you, O Manſel, laſt we Toaſt, 
Be not to us ſevere ; 


When Flight or Danger's in the Poſt, 


— 


*\F 


Oft Honour's in the Rear: 

Think then what Honour's giv'n to you, 
When Manly Youths like us purſue. Or 
With a fa la, &e. W 
SONG II. The Sailor's Complaint. : | 
OME and liſten to a Ditty, x 
All ye jolly Hearts of Cold; | W 
Lend a Brother Tarr your Pity, ] 


Who was once ſo ſtout and : 


lain. 


** 


L 3 2 
But the Arrows of Cupid, 
Alas! have made me rue; 
Sure true Love was ne'er fo treated, 
As I am by ſcornful Sue / 


When I landed firſt at Dover, 

She appear'd a Goddeſs bright z 
From Foreign Parts but juſt come over, 
I was ſtruck with fo fair a Sight: 
On the Shore pretty Sukie waiked, 
Near to where our Frigate lay, 

And altho' ſo near the — 
I alas, was Caſt away! ! 


When firſt I hail'd m tty Creature, 
The Delight of Ld nl, Sea z 

No Man ever ſaw a ſweeter, 
I'd have kept her Company: 

I'd have fain made her my true Love, 
For better, or for worſey . 

But alas! I cou'd not Compaſs her, 
For to ſtear the Marriage Courſe, 


Once, no greater and Pleaſure 
Cou'd wa 2. my Mind, 

Than to ſee the bold Defiance, 
Sailing right before the Wind : 

O'er the white Waves as ſhe danced, 
And her Colours gaily flew; 

But that was not balf 2 charming, 
As the Trim of Lovely Jue. 


On a Rocky Coaſt I've driven, 
Where the ſtormy Winds do riſeg 
Where the rowling Mountain Billows, 
Lift a Veſlel to the Skies: | 
But from Land, or from the Ocean, 
Little Dread I ever knew, 
When com to the Dangers 
In the Frowns of ſcarnful Sue. 


* 


(+7 


Long I wonder'd why my Jewel, , 508 
Had the Heart r 21 * l 
Till 1 found by often Sounding, | 85 \ 


She'd another Love in Tow : 
So farewel, hard · hearted Sukie, 

I'll my Fortune ſeek at Sea, 8 
And try in a more friendly Latitude, 
Since in yours I cannot be. 


SONG III. The Debtors Welcont ME 
to their Brother. 1 


Wires welcome, Brother Debtor, 
h 


To this „ but merry Place, 
ere no Bailiff, Dunn, or — 2 7 
Dare to ſhew his frightful Face 3 : 
But kind Sir, as you're a Stranger, 
Down your Garniſh you muſt lays 
Or your Coat will be in Danger, | 
* an muſt either Strip or Pay. | ol 


Ne'er repine at your Confinement, 
From your Children or your Wife, 
Wiſdom lyes in true Refignment, 
T bro” the various Scones of Life. 
Scorn to ſhew the leaſt Reſentment, 
Tho' beneath the Frowns of Fare, 
Knaves and Beggars find Contentment, * 
Fears and Carcs attend the Great, 
Tho? our Creditors are ſpightful, . 
And reſtrain our Bodies here, 
Uſe will make a Goal delightful, _ | va 
Since there's nothing elſe to fear. 
Ev'ry Iſland's but a Priſon, 
Strongly guarded ID Sea, 
Kings, and Princes, for that Reaſon, 
Pcis'ners ate as well as we. 
What was it made Great Alexandey 
Weep at his unfriendly Fate? 
*T was becauſe he cou'd not wander 


Beyond the World's ſtrong Priſon · gate. 


1 
For the World is alſo bounded, 
By the Heav'ns and Stars above, 
Why ſhould we then be confounded, 
Since there's nothing free but Love. 


SONG IV. Scictatta dal ſuo nido 
in Rodelinda. =D, 


Col. My little Punchinello, 
My little dapper Fellow, 
Have you heard that Farinello 
Is coming over? 
Punch. O no — my Columbino, 
I hear that Cariſfthino, 
The famous Carifthino, 
Who has pleas'd both the King and Queeneo, + 
Sets out for Dover, 


ol. But I ho m Seneſi 
Is no 2 7% 


Punch. O, no, your Senefino 
Has lick'd himſelf quite clean o, 
Has, of Thouſands, made fifteen - o: 
And lives in Clover. | 


ol, After Porpora or Handel, |; 
Where d'ye think the Town will dandle 


Or who ſhall hold the Candle? 


Punch. — — I care not a Farthing, 
But Harleguin's Lun - 0 
Has cook'd a deal of Fun - o 
Of Pantomime and Pun - o, 
And expects a mighty Run · 6 
At Covent-Garden. 


ol. Shall us go and ſee the Fun - o 
At Covent. Garden. 


con. 


„ 

Punch. In Play-houſes, full fix . o, 

One knows not where to fix. 0, 

Till they let us in for Nia 0. 
That's Punch's Bargain. 


Both. In Play-bouſes, 85%. 


SONG.V. White Foak. 
Hrice happy Lizzy, blooming Maid 
By no all — of Life — 2 ; 
Bleſs'd Tenant of the rural Scene, 
Whoſe Joys unmix'd with pining Care, 
Which prey upon the modifh Fair, 
When Evening comes, with artleſs Smile, 
Does all her — Toils beguile, 
With tripping ober th' enamgll'd Green, 


Marinda fair, in Jewels dreſe'd, 
The Pride of Theatres confeſs'd, 

Still ſhines with irreſiftleſs Mien: 
Tho' Muſick, Action, Words conſpire 
* wats — Soul to ſoft * * by 

elight like this will quickly cloy, 
An] Lizzy take more derfecz Jo 

In tripping o'er th* enamell'd . 
When Linda mira, in the Dance, 

To ſprighily Airs does ſwift advance, 

And graceful moves like Beauty's Queen; 
Tho' Crowds of Beaux admiring gaze, 
Nor fick'ning Prudes refuſe her Piaiſe, 
The flatter'd B-lle's not balf ſo blefi'd, 
And Lizxy's of more Joys poſleſs'd, 

In trippiag o'er th! enamelld Green. 
When Coquetilia Cards invite, 

To while away the ſocial Night, 

And baniſh far corruding Spleen z 
Tho' Chance, indulgent to her Will, 
Conveys, each circling Deal, Spadille 3 


8 2) 
The Sweets of Gain are lefs refin'd, 
And ſofter Tranſports ſooth the Mind, 

Of Lizzy when ſhe trips the Green. 


Hail bliſsful Life which Lizzy leads! 

Midſt bubbling Springs and painted Meads, 
Juſt Emblem of the golden Mean; 

A Life with faireſt Virtue grac'd, 

Whoſe ebbing Moments ſweetly waſte 

Made doubly joyous, chearful, gay, 

When Lizzy crowns th? indulgent Day, 
With tripping o'er th' cuamell'd Green, 


SONG VI. Trueed Side. 


Eftrain'd from the Sight of my Dear, 
No Object with Pleaſure 1 4 
Tho' Thouſands all round me appears 
The World's but a Deſart to me ; 
Ev'ry Morning her Charms to ſurvey 
Sol's Abſence I'd gladly excuſe, 
"Tis her Eyes that reſtore me the Day, 
'Tis Night when their Luſtre 1 ; 


In vain are the Verdures of Spring, 
The Fields dreſs'd ſo bloomingly gay, 
The Birds that delightfully fing 
Delight not when Celia's away : 
Oh! give the dear Nymph to my Arms, 
And the Seaſons unheeded may toll, 
Her Preſence like Midſummer warms, 
Her Abſence out-freezes the Pole, 


Reclin'd by ſoft murmuring Streams, 
I weeping disburthen my Care; 
Itell to the Rocks my fond Themes, 
Whoſe Echo's bor Loch my Deſpait: 
Ye Streams that ſoft murmuring flow, 
Convey to my Love c'ery Tear , 
Ye Rocks that reſound with my Woe, 
Repeat my Complaints in her Ear. 


B 4 
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Her Charms ſet me all in a Flame 


FF 


O tell her I languiſhing lie „ or n-u 0 
In the midſt of Life's vigorous Bloom, 
That 'tis only herſelf can ſupply $7. F 
The Cure that retrieves from the Tomb: 
And if the dear Charmer ſhall deign 
To equal my amorous Fire, | I 
at Moment will eaſe all my Pain, | 
New Life and new Pleaſure inſpire. © \ 


SONG VII. Colin's Complaint. 8 
| NE Ev'ning the lovelieſt Pair "ia = 
That ever frequented the Plain, F 
Bright Lydia th' all-conquering Fair, 
And Damon the beautibal Swain, 
Sat down in a Jeflaminie Grove, 
Where a murmuring Rivulet ſtray'd, 
When Damon to kindle old Love, 
Thus ſoftly reprozched the Maid. 


Dam. O Lydia! while I was that he- 
| That ever was bleſs'd with your Charms, 
And never a Shepherd but me 

Claſp'd in that ſoft Circle your Arms; 
Then — all chearful did ſing, 

And his Happineſs yielding to none, 
Deſpis'd all the Pomp of a King, 

And ſlighted a glittering Throne. 2 


Lyd. Falſe Damon! the by reply'd, *© 
Whilſt you true and conſtant did prove, 
Conſuming whole Days by my Side, 
In ſighing and talking of Love; 
Whilſt Phiilis's Beauty did yield 
To mine in your delicate Eye, 
Then I was the Pride of the Field, 
No Queen was ſo happy as I. e 


Dam. Ab name not that beautiful Dame! 
She has totally raviſh'd my Heart, f 


Which ſho fans wich her muſical Art; 


[9] 
One Touck of that powerful Breath 
Wounds a Heart as it pierces an Ear; 
For her I would freely meet Death, 
Would the Powers my Goddeſs but ſpare. 


Lyd. Alexis the bloomingeſt Youth 
That treads on the flowery Plains, 
With innocent Arts and pure Truth 
My Heart not unwilling detains: 
Still burning with mutual Deſire, 
Unbroken Delights we enjoy, p 
Far oft'ner than once I'd expire 
To ſave the adorable Boy, 


Dam. But now if my Heart ſhould return 
To the Duty it owes thee again; 
Leave Phillis to ſorrow and mourn, 
A Conqueſt ſhe could not maintain : 
If humbly thy Pardon he'll crave, 
And ſigh when he thinks on the Time 
He lighted thy Love, wilt thou leave 
Thy Damon to die for his Crime ? 


Lyd. Ah! no, tho? Alexis the Fair 
His Charms like a Planet diſplays, ' 
And thou art unconſtant as Air, 
And wrathful as bellowing Seas: 
Yet with thee a long Series of Years 
Like a Minute of } oy I'd confume, 
And at Death not lament thee with Tears, 
But lay myſelf down in thy Tomb. 


SONG VIII. Polwarth on the Green. 
Streph, H 2 you not ſeen the Morning 


un 


Peep over yonder Hill, 
Then you have ſeen my Chloe's Charms, 
ill, 
Bs | 


At beſt, but painte 


| L 10 J 
Col; Have you not ſcen a Butterfly 
With Colours bright and gay, 
Then you have feen à Thing leſs fine 
Than Molly cloath'd in Grey. 
Streph. The Roſe you'll ſay of all the Field 
Can boaſt the lovelieſt Hue, 
Bot to compare with Chloe's Checks . 
It wants the Lily too, 
As I ſat by her on the Plain, 
And talk'd the Hours away, 
She breath'd ſo ſweet, I thought myſelf 
In Fields of new mow'd Hay. 


Col. Not the ſweet Breath that breathes froin Cows 
With Molly's can —_— 

| And when ſhe fings the Hit ning Flocks 
Stand ſilent round to hear. 

She ſaid, as we were walking once 
Along the mT —.— 

There's none but Colin M loves, 
And will for ever 8 | 

Strepb. Believe not, Friend, a Woman's W 
Or you are much to blame; 

For i' other Night behind the Elms 
She ſwore to me the ſame. 

Col. Yet Ill believe your Chloe's Word, 
As on my Breaſt ſhe laid, 

% This Strephon is ſo dull a Clown, 
& He'll think me till a Maid, = 


SONG IX. An old Woman choath- 
HR O' all the Conditions of Life, 
We each of as plundet each other, 

e Husband he plunders bis Wife, 
The Siſter ſhe plunders her Brother 3 - | 
The Guardian he planders his Ward, 
The Lawyer his Client the ſame z 
The Thief plunders all, till a Cord 
Puts an end to bis Rapine and Shame. 


+ 


* 


Cay. 
SONG MX. 7 om « jolly Taper. 
F all Occupations ; 
A Toper's far the beſt, 
For when the World's Affais run croſs 
Good Liquor gives him Reſt : 
And a toping we will go, will go, will go, 
And a toping we will go. | 
Here's to thee, honeſt Fack Bo 
This Wine will — 2 * 
And if the Bottle's almoſt out, 
We'll call for t' other Quart: 
And a toping, &c. 
What tho? your ſober Sneakers 
Call jolly Topers Swine 3 
Becauſe they w in the Dirt, 
And we do ſwim in Wine: 
And a toping, &c. \ 
The Muſick that delights us moſt, 
Is when the Bar- bell rings 
a, For when the Wine's got in our Heads 
"> We fancy that we're Kings : 
And a toping, &c. 
Good Liquor drives away all Cares 
Which do ay amt; Lives; 
For when we've drank our Co e u 
We fear no ſcolding Wives: © * 
And a toping, &c. | 
We'll drink at "Morn, at Noon, at Night, 
. The Glaſs ſhall ſtill go round: 
And when we cannot fit upright, 
Well drink upon the Ground : 
And a toping, &c. 
See how the ſhining — riſe, 
When you fill your Glaſſes high ; 
Tho! gouty Pains attack our Limbs, 
We'll drink until we die: 
And a topings Kc, 


* 


: | _ _ 


1 
The Lover lives by Celia's Smiles, mY 
And if ſhe frowns he dies; | 
But what are Women's Smiles or Frowns 
To jolly drinking Boys: 
And a toping, &c. 
* 4 ne; heap up . Cold, | 
0 e their greedy Souls — 
We value not cel, Mal, of Bir, 4 
Give us but flowing Bowls: 
And a toping, &c. | 
Let Whigs and Tories plague their Heads 
To ſettle State Affairs, ö 
We'll drink and ne er regard their Noiſe, 
x live a — cars : STORY 
a toping we wi wall 
Bo of wh 


SON G XI. Over the Hills and 
far away. A 
Ockie met with Jenny fair 
u 


Aft by the dawning of the Day ; 
t Frekie now is fu* of Care, 
Since ens ſtaw his Heart away: 

Altho' the promis'd to be true, 

Sbe proyen has alake! pr 
W hich gars ockie aften rue, 
That ger 7122 a fickle Mind. 

And it's o'er the Hills and far away, © " 
It's o'er the Hills and far away, © © 
It's o'er the Hills and far away, IN 

The Wind has blawn my Plaid away, 


Now Fockie was a bonny Lad, 
As c'er was born in Scotland fairs 
But now, poor Man, he's een gane wood, 
Since Jenny has gart him deſpair, 
Young Fock was a Piper's Son, 
Aud fell in Love when he was youngy . 


nee Nee ee eee eee  IJ-,R@RII CC Ld: 
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| ＋ 
But a the Spri s that he could 
Was o'er = ills and far — 


17d it's o'er the Hills, &c. 


He ſung when firſt my Jenny's Face 
ſaw, ſhe ſeem'd ſo fu) of Grace, N 
With meikle Joy my Heart was fill'd, 
That's now, alas! with Sorrow kill'd ; 
Oh! was ſhe but as true as fair, 

Twad put an End to my Deſpair, 

Inſtcad of that, ſhe is unkind, | 

And wavers like the Winter Wind. 

And it's oer the Hills, &c. 


Ah! could ſhe find the diſmal-Wae, + 
That for her Sake 1 undergae, 

She coudna chuſe but grant Relief, 
And put an End to amy Grief; 

But ob! ſhe is as fauſe as fair, | 
Which cauſes a' iny Sighs and Care ; 
But ſhe triumphs in proud Diſdain, 
And takes a Pleaſure in my Pain, 

And it's oer the Hills, &c. 


Hard was my Hap to fa“ in Love 

With ane that does ſac faithleſs prove; . 
Hard was my Fate to court a Maid, 57 
That has my conftant Heart bettay d: 

A Thouſand Times to me ſhe ſwate, 

She wou'd be true for evermair z 

But to my Grief, alake! I ſay, 

She ſtaw my Heart, and ran away. 

And it's oer the Hills, &c.. 


Since that ſhe will nac Pity take, 1 

I maun gae wander for her Sake, Wes 

And in ilk Wood and gloomy Grove, . 

I'll ighing adieu to Love; 

Since ſhe is faule whom I adore, | 
Fl never truſt a Woman more z, | * 


4 


1 


Fra' a their Charms I'll flee away, 
And on my Pipe L Il ſweetly play, 
O'er Hills and Dales, and far away, 
Out o'er the Hills, and far away, 
Out o'er the Hills, and far away, 
The Wind has blawy my Plaid away. 


SONG XII. Johnnie Hay's, &c. 


Y ſmooth winding Tay 
A Swain was . Fc 
Aft ery d he, oh hey! 
Maun I till live pining 
My fell thus away, , 
And dare na' diſcover 
To my bonny Hay, 
That I am her Lover. 


Nae mair it will hide, 
The Flame waxes ſtranger, - 
If ſhe's not my Bride, 
My Days are nae langer: 
Then I'll take a Heart, 
And try at a Venture, 
May be, ere we part, | 
My Vows may content her. 


She's freſh as the Spring, 
And ſweet as Aurora, 
When Birds mount and ſing, 
Bidding Day a good Morrow. 
The Sward of the Mead, 
Enamell'd with Daiſies, 
Looks wither'd and dead, 
When twin'd of her Graces, 


But if ſhe r, 


Where Verdures invite her, 
The Fountain runs clear, 


And Flos in ſwell the ſweeter: 


Kc. 


. 


is Heav'n to be by, | 
When her Wit is flowing, 
er Smiles and bright Rye 
Set my Spirits a glowing. 
he mair that I gaze, 

The deeper I'm wounded, 
ruck dumb with Amaze, 
My Mind is confounded ; 
m all in a Kore, 

Dcar Maid, to careſs thee, 
or a my Deſire 

Is Bay's bonny Laſſie. 


ON G XIII. Come let us prepare. 


HE Macedon Youth 

Left behind him this Truth, 
hat nothing is done with much thinkingy _. 
He drunk, and he fought, ; 
Till he had what he fought, | 
he World was his own by good drinking. 
He drench' his brave Soul 
In a plentiful Bowl, | 
And caſt away Trouble and Sorrow ; 
His Head never run 
Of what was to be done, 
or he car'd not to Day, for to Morrow, 


3ONG XIV. Sweet are the Charms, Rec. 


H Y ſhould we that Ambirion call, 

To get at Court a fervile Place, 
Where to pleaſe one we flatter all, 

And muſt gain Honour b 2 : 
Vhere, for our Pleafure — our 7 

e ſuffer Pain and Wearineſs ? | 


Where all Things we muſt fay, or do, 
Which fartheft are from Mind or Hearty 
Still thoſe who run from us , 
And to gain Truſt with Virtue part; 


* = 7 f 


Wbere we (ourſelves more high to raiſe) fo 
Our Faith and Honour mult debaſe. R. 
Where we muſt ſay as great Fools ſay, _— 
Do what great —.— will have vs do, Ci 


That we for Wits with Coxcombs may, 

With Fools for Politicians go; 
To gain Court-favour there, and Praiſe, 
ith all the World beſides Diſgrace. 


Where we muſt flatter him we hate 
Or, what is worſe, him we deſpiſe : 

To broken Slumbers lie down late, 
And early to proud Levees riſe, 

Muſt paſs our Youth in real Pain, 
For Eaſc in Age to hope in vain, 


— 


Where we muſt change Day into Night, 
Night into 1 at others Will; | 

Muft take Diſguſts to give Delight, 
And ilight good Men to honour Ill; 

Make many Eoes, . our own, _ 
To gain a Friend where there is none, | 


SON G. XV. Mas ever Nymph 
"like Roſamond? 
AS ever Nymph like Roſamond, 
So fair, ſs falchful, IT fond ? 
Adorn'd with'ev'ry Charm and Grace 3 
I'm all Deſire, | * 
My Heart's on Fire, 


And leaps and ſprings to her Embrace. 


. 
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Da Capo, 


SONG XVI. Blow on ye Winds. 
LO Won ye Winds, deſcend ſoft Rains 


B To ſooth my tender Grief, 
Your ſolemn Mufick lulls my Pains, 
Aud gives me ſhort Relief, 


mph 


- "70 F 
\ ſome lone Corner would I ſit 
Retir'd from human Kind; 
ince Mirth, nor Show, nor . 
Can pleaſe my anxious Mi 


he Sun, which makes all Nature gay, 
Torments my weary Eyes ; | | ; 
nd in dark Shades I ſpend the Day, 1 
Where Echo Ileeping lies. | 

he ſparkling Stars which gail ſhine, F 

And glitt'ring deck the Night, 

re all ſuch cruel Foes of mine 

I ficken at their Sight. 


ON G XVII. Net this blooming, &. 


N O T this blooming April Seaſon + F 
| Can relieve my aching Heart, 0 

y:ght of all the Force of Reaſon, 

Still I aQt a frantick Part; 

the Cords eats the * 

And the ſpringing Green deſtroys, 

o Deſpair my Reſt oppoſes, 

And conſumes my tiſing Joys. * 4 
v'ry N Field and Mountain; + 
Flow'ry Plain and verdant Grove, 

Varbling Bird and ſparkling Fountain, 

Minds me of my luckleſs Love: 

hen the Cowſlip I diſcover, _ 

Sprioging o'er the Primroſe fair, 

Thee (1 ſigh) my gentle Lover! | 

Would have cropp'd to deck my Hair: 


I ſadly fit refletting 

By ſome bloomy Hawthorn Tree; 

1l my Sorrows recollefting, 

Love, | cry, reſembles thee: 

e all flow'ry can appear, 

To conceal his poilan'd Dart ; | * 
But the Wretch, that truſts him near; 
Graſps a Thorn and wounds the Heart, | | 


ing Wu 
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* W. 
| The pleaſing Paſſion Love, 4 
| All Senſe cout-grown of Joys and Pain, 
By thoughtleſs Spleen they move: 
Ill Nature fits in Judgment's Place, 
When Love like mine they blame; 
Who can the glowing Heart but praiſe, 
When Merit makes the Flame] 


Like them, but ſway'd by Reaſon's Rule, 
Amaz'd, 1 view the Weak, 

Who Learning love in Folly's School, 
Miſtake the Bliſs they ſeek: 

Too oft, alas! the Face that's fair, 
With feign'd good Humour gay, 

Conceals the Soul that's inſincere, 


And clouds the promis'd Day. 


To her my Heart its Homage owes, 
On true Deſert intent, l 

Whoſe Senſe of Nature's Blefling goes 
No farther than Content : 

Such Beauty Time itſelf ſhall ſpare» 
Or what that Loſs ſupplies z 

Virtue ſhall make her Reaſon's Care, 

And charm the Lover's Eyes. 2 


Her Face imperfe& Conqueſt made, 
And could but greatly charm, 

Her Mind the ſubtile Fire convey'd, 
With which my Soul is warm: 

Then guiltleſs, let me hope the Flame 
May reach at laſt ſo far, 

To catch the Cauſe from whence it came, 
And bleſs a faithful Pair. 


SONG XVIII. Greenwood Try, 


: 
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oN G XIX. Tama jolh Der. 
© F all our fond Diverſions, = 
, $ A Hunter is the beſt, 


ſpight of Wars and Party Jars, 
"That Sport has ſtood the Teſt. 


And a bunting we will go, &c. 


Df Nimrod, and of Eſan, 
What gallant Feats they tell? | 


Da Foot they follow'd — 
And, &c, 


They lov'd the Sport ſo we 
O had'ſt thou, brave A#20n, 


But minded more thy Game, 
Thou nc'er had'ſt paid fo dearly, 
Foc peeping at —— That ſame. And, &e. 


Herſelf, Diana, Goddeſ; 
The Pride of female Race, 


Prefer:'d to am'rous fooling 
The Pleaſures of the Chaſe. And, &c: 


Orion, fooliſh Hunter, 5 | 
Lur'd by a Petticoat, 0 
In the mid Chaſe he loiter d, 
And ſo his Fate he got. And, &. 


But after his Diſaſter, 
He's made a heav'nly Sign, 
That he at leaſt may view the 
He can no longer join, And, &.. 


And hence it is we Hunters 
Ne er break or Leg or Arm; 
For this our fellow — 
P:otefts us all from Harm. Ard, &c. 


Had Dido not lov'd hunting, 
The am'rous Trojan brave 

Her Highneſs ne er had ſolac'd, 

In Fan's friendly Cave. | 


And, & . 


| [ 20 ] 
Euripides, had huntin 
Been lov'd but like thy Books, | 
The Hounds had not devour'd thee, 
They know a Sportſman's Looks. 4nd, &c, 
If Friend, you'te call'd a hunting, 
Throw all your Books aſide, | 
(The * Poet thus adviſes) ) 
And mount your Horſe and ride. And, &c. 
Brisk Aftion cures the V apours, 
Th' Effect of lazy Sloth, 
And Muſick makes us chearful, 
So Hunting's good for both. 47, &c, 
The Sport of Hunting renders 
Our Days ſo ſweet and long, 
It makes us better reli ſn 
Our Glaſſes and a Song. ; And, &c. 
Our Laws prohibit hunting, 
To the Plebeian Race, 
Nor is it meet the Vulgar 1 
Should Royal Sports debaſe. And, &c, 
The Britiſh Kings are Hunters, - 
And frequent 1n the Chaſe, 


They fear no more than we do, ; | 
A Weather beaten Face. And, &c, 


Then fill a ſparkling Bumper, 
I'll take it off with — : 
To all our Brother Hunters, 
In Courſe his Majeſty. of 
And a hunting we will go, &c. 
* HEneid IV. Verſe 174, Ses. 


SONG XX. Ona Bank of Flower, &c. 


HEN a Lover's _ his Miſtreſs gain, 

What Joys his Soul poſſeſs ? | 
The Mem'ry of his former Pain 
Avgments bis Happineſs: | 


e. 


* 17 : 
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enjoy the Fair then ſtrait he flies, 
No Danger can the Youth ſurprize, 
With a fal, lad, lal, la, la, &c. 


ill in her Arms he dies. 


ONG XXI. When Chloe's Pidure, &c. 


HEN Cloe's Picture was to Chloe ſhown, 
Adorn'd with Charms ard Beauty not her 
own, 
Where Hogarth, pitying Nature, kindly made 
Such Lips, ſuch — as Chloe never had. 


Ye Gods, ſhe cries, in Extaſy of Heart, 

How near can Nature be expreſs'd by Art! 
ell it is wond'rous like! —— Nay, let me die, 
he very pouting Lip — the killing Eye. 


Blunt and ſevere as Manly in the Play, 
Downright replies —— like, Madam, do you 


a 
The Piaure bears this Likeneſs, it is true, 
The Canvaſs painted is, and fo are you. 


SON G XXII. Of all the Girlz 
that are ſo ſmart. . 


Others, thro' too much Pride or Love, 
Ne'er fail of Inclination, 

To breed their Children far above 

The Level of their Station, 
The Farmer to the Dancing School 

Moſt ſend his aukward Daughter, 
To ſpend what he ſhould give the Fool, 

To match her well hercafter, 


So when the Wench by am'rous Sighs | 
Declares ſhe's ripe and ready, 

Is Minuet and in Boree lies 
The Fortune of my Lady. 
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Thos bred, the wanton clumſy Laſs 
A working Life deſpiſes, 

And rather > 6" to be baſe, 
She falls before ſhe riſes. 


| When if the Hoyden had been bred 


To' th' Ladle and the Needle, 


She woel3'not then hems ies wilieh; + * 


To ogle, kiſs, and wheedle,” 


Wherefore thoſe Parents att awry, 


* 


And in the main deceive em, 


Who breed their Children proudly high, 


Let little have to give em. 


SONG XXIII. Come chear 1 


pour Hearts. 


OM E, chear up ybur Hearts, 
And call for your Quarts, 

And let there no Liquor be lacking, 
We have Money [8 Store, 

And intend for to roar, 

Until we have ſent it all packing: 
Then Drawer make haſte, 
And let no Time waſte, © 

But give ev'ry. Man his Due g 
To avoid all Trouble, 

Go fill the Pot double. 
Since he, that made One, made To. 
Since be, that made One, made Tua. 


Come drink, my Hearts, dripk, 
And call for Wine. . 


*Tis that makes a Man to ſpeak truly g 


What Sot can refrain, 

Or daily complain, | | 
That he, in his Drink, is unruly ? 

Then drink and be civil 
Intending no Evil, 


[23] 
f that you'll be ruled by me z | 
For Claret and Sack | . 
We never will lack, iS] 
ince be, that made Two, malle Three. ' 12 
unce bes &c. 1 


The old Curmudgeon | 
Sits all the Day drudging 
It home, with . and ſmall Beer, 
With ſcraping damn'd Pelf, 
He ſtarveth himſelf, 
carce eats a good Meal ina Year: 
But we'll not do fo, 
Howe'er the World go, 
Since that we have Money in Store g 
For Claret and Sack 
We never will lack, 
ince he, that made Three, made Four. 


Pince he, &c, 


Come dtink, my Hearts, drink, 

And call for your Wine; 

D'ye think I'll leave you i' th? Lurch? 

My Reck'ning I'll pay | 

Ere I go away, 

, hang me as high as Paul's Church. 
Tho' ſome Men will ſay, 

This is not the Way 

For us in this World to thrive 3 

'Tis no Matter for that : 

Let us have t'other Quart, 

Since he, that made Four, made Five. 

$ince he, &c. 


A Pox of old Charon, 

His Brains are all barren, , _ 

His Liquor (lke Coffee is dry z 
Bur we are for Wine 

'Tis Drink more divine, 


Without it we periſh and die 3 


or uy 


* 
o 


| 1 44 1 
Then troll it about, 
VUatil 'tis all out, We 

We'll affront him in ſpite of his Styx 
If he grudges his Ferry, 

We'll drink and be merry, 
Since he, that made Five, made Six. 
Since Le, &c, | 


But now the Time's come, 
That we all muſt go home, 
Our Liquor's all gone, that's for certain 3 
Which makes mie repine 
That a God ſo Divine 
Won't give us one Cup at our parting. | 
But Face all is paid, ma. 4" 
Let's not be diſmay'd, 
But fly to great Bacchus in Heaven 
And Hide him becauſe 4 1 
He made no better Laws, 4 
Since he, that made Six, made Seven, 
Since be, &c. 


SONG XXIV. My Goddeſs Cell 
heavenly Fair. 


HEN Sylvia ſtrikes the trembling Stringy 
She charms with Melody divine; 

But if a melting Air ſhe fingy, 
In Concert all the Muſes join. 25 


The youthful, wanton little Loves 
Around the beauteous Charmer fly 3 

And ev'ry Way the Virgin moves, 
She makes us love, and bids us die. 


The Graces preſs about the Fair, 

Where Youth and blooming Glories reign ; 
And, while her Voice imploys the Ear, 
| Her Eyes provoke an am'rous Pain, 


T . 


— 


How 


Hovw 
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How ſhall I mitigate my Woes? 

'O! where jos th wiſh'd Redreſs? 
A Stranger to all ſoft * wh 

Where Charms and M both oppreſs. 
With her in Symphony we go; 

We ſoar, w co farill ſhe YI high: 
And to ſoft Cadence ſinking low 

Intent the Faculties apply. 


Italian Songs are wont to 

Tho' ſenſeleſs Words join Harmony : 
But ev'ry one to this agrees, 

Both Senſe and Muſick meet in thee. 


$O NG XXV. Chloe, when I view 
thee ſmiling, 


HL O E, when I view thee ſmiling, 
Joys celeſtial round me move, 
Picaſing Viſons Care beguiling, 
Guard my State, and crown my 


To behold thee gaily ſhining, 
Is a Pleaſure paſt defigning, 

Ev'ry Feature charms my Sight $ 
But, O Heav'ns! when I'm eareſſingy 
Thrilling Raptures never ccafin 

Fill my Soul with ſoft Delight. 


Oh! thou lovely deareſt Creature! 
Sweet Enſlaver of my Hearty 
Beauteous Maſter- piece of Nature, 
Cauſe of all my Joy and Smart ! 


n thy Arms enfolded lay me, 
To diſſolving Bliſs convey me, 
Softly ſooth my Soul to reſts 
atly, kindly, oh my Treaſure! 
Bleſs me, let me die with Pleaſure, 
On thy panting ſnowy Breaſt» 

C 


\ 


4 


* _ 
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s Oo NG XXVI. Waft me fone {of 
and cooling Breeze. 


EE! in the limpid floating Glaſs, 
How bright Aurelia does appear! 
So Lilies, in a Cryſtal Caſe, 
Receive a Gloſs, and look more fair, 
She like the Orient Morning ſhows, 
When lifting o'er the Waves het Head g 
Or Venus, when the Goddeſs roſe. 
And firſt forſook her wat'ry Bed, 


Take heed, ah! lovely Maid, take heed, 
Leſt in the Mirrour thou wou'dſt ſpy 
Thy — — and for them bleed, 
Narciſſus- like, and for them dye. 
For who, unmov'd, can view that Breaſt ! 
That Shape! that Face! thoſe matchlch 
Charms ! 
I find my Saul with Love pofleſs'd, 
And raging Fire my Boſom warms, 


Oh! that ſhe was by me entwin'd, 
Where now the wat'ry Circles run; 
»Till we, like Salamecis, join'd, 
Our Bodies blended both in one. 
Plunge in the Font, ye old and weak, 
»Twill kindle Life, and Youth reſtore z 
And, like the Stygian Current, make 
Your Limbs as vig'rous as before. 


SONG XXVII. Help me amb 
harmonious Grove. 


H E LP me, each harmonious Grove, 
u 


Gently whiſper all ye Trees, 7 
ne each warbling Throat to Love, 


And cool each Mead with ſofteſt Breezes 81 


e hleſi 
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Breathe ſweet Odours, ev'ry Flow r, 
All your various Paihting ſhow, 
Pleaſing Verdure grace each Bow'r, 
Around let = flow. 
Glide, ye limpid Brooks along : 
Phobus, 8 thy mildeſt ay, 
urm'rin s, repeat m 4 
ww ell what Celia dare - hg 
Celia comes! whoſe charming Air 
Fires with Love the rural Swains ; 
Tell, ah! tell the blooming Fair, 
That Colin dies, if ſhe diſdains. 


SONG XXVIII. There liv'd long 
ago in a Country Place. 


[HEN I viſit proud Celia juſt eome from 
m ＋ 

She tells me I'm fluſter'd, and look like an Aſs ; 

When I mean of my Paffion to put her in Mind, 

She bids me leave Drinking, or ſhe'll never be 
kind, 

That ſhe's charmingly handſome I very well 


know, 
And ſo is my Bottle, each Brimmer ſo too; 


And to leave my Soul's ſoy z Oh! 'tis Nonſenſe 


to ask, 


Let her go to the Devil, bring t'other full Flask. 


Had ſhe tax'd me with Gaming, and bade me 
forbear. 
"Tis a thouſand to one I had lent her an Ear. 
* found out my Chloris, up three Pair of 
tairs, 
I had baulk'd her and gone to St. Fames's to 
Pray'rs, 


Had 2 bade me read Homilies three Times a 
£ | 
She — had been humour 'd with little to ſayʒ 


Ce: 


- 
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But at Night to deny me my Flask of dear Red, 
Let her go to the Devil, there's no more to be ſaid, 


SONG XXIX. Come to my Arms, &c, 


OME to my Arms, my Treaſure, 
Thou Spring of all my Joy, 
Without thy Aid all Pleafure 
Muſt languiſh, fade and die. 
In vain is' all Reſiſtance, 
When arm'd with thy Afi 
What fair One can deny ? 
Then fill around the Glaſſes, 
And thus we'll drink and chant, 
May all the dear kind Laſſes 
Have all they wiſh or want, | 
| Da Capo. 


SONG XXX. Cold and ran.. 


OL D and raw the North did blow, 
Bleak.in the Morning early, 
All the Trees were hid with Snow, 
Cover d with Winter yearly ; 
As I was riding o'er the — 
I met with a Farmer's Daughter, 
Her roſy Cheeks and bonny Brow, 
Good Faith my Mouth did water, 


Down I veil'd my Bonnet low, 
Meaning to ſhew my Breeding, 

She return'd a graceful Bow, + 
Her Viſage far exceeding : 

I ask'd her where ſhe was going ſo ſoong 
And long'd to hold a Patley 

She told me to the next Market town, 
On purpoſe to ſell her Barley. 


In this Purſe, ſweet Soul ſaid I, 
Twenty Pounds lies fairly, 
Seek no further one to buy, 


For Iſe take all thy Barley: 
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| Twenty Pounds more ſhall purchaſe Delight, 
2 Thy Perſon I love fo LS J. b 
&. If thou wilt lig with me all Night, 
| And gang home in the Morning early. 


If Forty Pounds would buy the Globe, 
This Thing I would not do, Sir, 

Or were my Friends as poor as Job, 
I'd never raiſe *em fo, Sit; 

For ſhou'd you prove one Night my Friend, 
We's get a young Kid together, 

And you'd be gone ere nine Month's End, 


Then where ſhould I find the Father ? 


Pray what would then my Parents ſay, 
If I ſhould be ſo filly, 

To give my Maidenhead away, 
And loſe my true Love Billy ? 

Oh, this — bring me to Diſgrace, 
And therefore I ſay you nay, Sir, 

And if that you wolld me embrace, 
Firſt marry, and then you may, Sir, 


I told her I had wedded been 
Fourteen Years and longer, 
Elſe I'd chuſe her for my Queen, 
And tie the Knot till ſtronger; 185 
She bid me then no farther come, 
But manage my Wedlock fairly, 
And keep my Purſe for poor Spouſe at home, 
For ſome other ſhould buy her Barley. 


Then as ſwift as any Roe 
She rode away and left me, 
After her I could not go, 
Of Joy ſhe quite bereft me, 
Thus I ayſels did diſappoint, 
For ſhe did leave me fairly, 
One Word knock'd all things out of Jo int, 
I loſt both Maid and Barley, 
C 3 
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Riding down a narrow Lane, 
Some two or three Hours after, 
There I chanc'd to meet again 
This Farmer's bonny Daughter: 
Altho' it was both raw aud cold, 
I ſtay'd to hold a Parley, 


And ſhew'd once more my Purſe of 
When as ſhe had ſold her Barley. 


Love, ſaid I, pray do not frown, 
But ler us change Embraces, 

I'll buy thee a fine filken Gown, 
With Ribbons, Gloves, and Laces; 

A Ring and Bodkin, Muff and Fan, 
No — Mall have neater; 

For, as I am an honeſt Man, 
I ne'cr ſaw a ſweeter Creature, 


Then I took her by the Hand, 

Ard ſaid, my deareſt Jewel, 
Why ſhould'ſt thou thus diſputing ſtand, 
1 E * be — — a 

ound my Mind was fu 
T 0o vleaſe _ fond Deſire? 
Therefore ſhe ſeemed to conſent, 
But I wiſh I had ne'er come nigh her, 


Sir, ſaid ſhe, what ſhall I do, 
If I commit this Evil, 

And yield myſelfin Love with you 3 x 
I hope you will prove civil? 

You tall. of Ribbons, Gloves, and Rings, 
And likewiſe Gold and Treaſure : 

Oh, let me firſt enjoy thoſe Things 


And then you ſhall bave your Pleaſure. 


Sure thy Will ſhall be obey'd, 
Said I, my own dear Honey, 

Then into her Lap I quickly laid 
Full Forty Pounds in Money; 


. 
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We'll to the Market - Town this Day, 
And ſtraightway end this Quatrel ; 

And deck thee like a Lady gay, 
In flouriſhing rich Apparel. 

All my Gold aud Silver there 
To her I did deliver: 

On the Road we did repair, 
Out-coming to a River, 

' Whoſe Waters are both deep and wide 
Such Rivers I nc'er ſee many; 

She leap'd her Mare on th'other Side, 
And left me not one Penny. 


Then my Heart was ſunk full low, 
With Grief and Care ſurrounded, 

After her I could not go, 
For fear of being drowned : 

She turn'd about, and ſaid, behold 
I'm not for your Devotion 

But, Sir, 1 thank you for your Gold, 
"Twill ſerve Venlarge my Portion. 

I began to ſtamp and fare, 
155 ſee what ſhe had ated ; 

With my Hands I tore my Hair, 
Like one that was diſtracted, 

, Give me my Money then, I cry'd, 
Good Faith, I did but lend it 

But ſhe full faſt away did ride, 
And vow'd ſhe did not intend it. 


SONG XXXI. As Fidlers and 
Archers, &c. 
H E Laſs that would know how to 
manage a Man, 
Let her liſten and learn it from me, 


His Courage to quell, or his Heart to tra 
As the Time Had "Occaſion agree. * 


C4 


— * * * 
— — — — ——— —äj—— — 


— 


IS 36 33 


The Girl that has Beauty, tho' ſmall be her Wit, 
May wheedle the Clown, or the Beau, 

The Rake may repel, or may draw in the Cit, 
By the Uſe of that pretty Word, No.. 


When powder'd Toupees around are in Chat, 
Each ſtriving his Paſſion to ſhow, 

With kiſs me, and love me my Dear, and all that; 
Let her Anſwer to all be, O no. 


When a Doſe is contriv'd to lay Virtue aſlcep, 
A Preſent, a Treat, or a Ball, 

She ſtill muſt refuſe, if her Empire ſhe'll keep, 
And No be her Anſwer to all. | 


# 


But when Mr. Dapperwit offers his Hand, 
Her Partner in Wedlock to go; 

A Horſe, and a Coach, and a Jointure in Land, 
She's an Idiot, if then ſhe ſays No, 


But if ſhe's attack'd by a Youth full of Charmg, 
Whoſe Courtſhip proclaims him a Man; 
When preſs'd to his Boſom, and clafp'd in his 


Arms, 


Then let her ſay No, if me can. 


SONG XXXII. O London is 
| fine Town. 


N ancient Days I've heard, with Horns 
I The Wife her Spouſe could fright 
Which now the Hero bravely ſcorns, 
So common is the Sight. 


To City, Country, Camp, or Court, 
Or whereſoc'er he go, 

No horned Brother dares make Sport, 
They're Cuckolds all a-row. 


Le 1 


SONG XXXIII. Come from the 
Groves, &c. | 
| 


Ome from the Groves, each Goddeſs, 
Tune up your ſweet Hautbgys, 

And to the Voice of Muſick, © 
Make an harmonious Noiſe : .. | 
Sing her for whom | languiſh, ö 
he charming Song approve ; F 
Sing on till Fove grow jealous, | 
And envy me my Love. | 


Hora, thou charming Goddeſs, 
In all thy Bloom appear, 
Put on again freſh Garlands, i 
Begin once more the Year. bi 
Join thyſelf to Pomona, if 
With Flow'rs adorn the Ground; 1 
Let Spring remain for ever, | 
With Youth and Beauty crown'd, 


Let little Birds, thro* Meadows, 

All tune their warbling Throats, . | 
While bubbling Water echo's g 

The Muſick of their Notes. 
Sing her for whom I languiſh, 

he charming Song approve z 

Sing on, till Fove grow jealous, 

And envy me my Love, 


SONG XXXIV. The Man, that is 
drunk, is void, &c. 
HE Man, that js drunk, is void of all 
C | 
He needs 11 Parthian Quiver, nor Spear: 


The Mooy's poiſon'd Dart he ſcoms for to wield; 
His Bottle alone is his Weapon and Shield. 


Cs 
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Undaunted he goes among Bullies and Whores, 
Demoliſhes Windows, breaks open Doors; 
He revels all Night, is afraid of no Evil, 
And boldly defics both Proctor and Devil. 


As late I rode out with my Skin full of Wine, 
Encumbered neither with Care, nor with Coin, 
I boldly confronted a horrible Dun, 
Affrighted, as ſoon as he ſaw me, he run, 


No Monſter cou'd put you to half ſo much Fear, 
Should he in Apulia's Foreſt appear; 

In Africa's Deſart there never was ſeen 

A Monſter ſo hated by Gods and by Men, 


Come place me, ye Deities, under the Line, 

8 grows not à Tree, nor a Plant, but the 
ine; | | 

O'er hot-burning Sands I'll ſwelter and ſweat, 

Bare · footed, with nothing to keep off the Heat. 


Or place me where Sun-ſhine is ne'er to be found» 
Where the Earth is with Winter eternally bound 
'Ev'n there I wou'd nought but my Bottle require, 
My Bottle ſhou'd warm me, and fill me with Fire? 


My Tutor may job me, and lay me down Rules, 
Who minds 'em but damn'd philoſophical Fools, 
For when I am old, and can no more drink, 

*Tis Time enough then for to ſit down and think. 


"Twas thus Alexander was tutor'd in vain, 


For he thought Ariſtotle an Aſs for his Pain; 


His Sorrows he us'd in full Bumpers to drown, 
And when he was drunk, then the World was 


his own, 


This World is a Tavern with Liquor well ſtor d, 
And into't I came to be drunk as a Lord ; 

My Life is the Reck'ning, which freely I pay, 
And when I'm dead-drunk, then I ſtagger 


away. 


4 
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SONG XXXV. Of all the World's 
Enjoyments. 


F all the World's Enjoyments 
That ever valu'd were, 
There's none of our Employments 


—— — — . —— 
—— 5 - 


Vine, With Fiſhing can compare: 

on, Some preach, ſome write, 
Some * —ͤ— ſome fight, | 
olden Lucre courting z 

Fear, _ But Fiſhing ſill T0 | 
Bears off the Bell, 


For Profit, or for Sporting, 
Then who a jolly Fiſherman, a Fiſherman would be, 
= _—_ _ wet, | 
« uſt like his Net 
the To 155 out Cold at Sea. 
The Country Squire loves running 


A Pack of well-mouth'd Hounds 
Another fancies Gunning 


und- For Wild dueks in his Grounds : 
nd; This hunts, that fowls, 
vire, This hawks, Dick bowls, | 
ire? No greater Pleaſure wiſhing : ' , 
ales, But Tom, that tells 
ola What — excells, 
Gives all the Praiſe to Fiſhing, 
ink, Then who, &c. 


A good Weſtphalia Gammon 
s counted dainty Fare, 
But what is that to Salmon 
Juſt taken from the Ware? 
- Wheat-ears and Quails, 
Cocks, Snipes, and Rayls, 
Are priz'd while Seaſon's laſting z 
But all muſt ſtoop 
To Craw-fiſh Soop, 
Or I've no Skill in taſting. 
Then who, &c, 


ay, 


36 J 
Keen Hunters always take too 
Their Prey with too much Painsyz 
Nay, often — a Neck too, 
— for no 1 : 
h run, the cap, 
7 1 high, — deep) 
Whilſt he that Fiſhing chuſes, 
With Eaſe may Tor, 4 
Nay more to boot, 
May entertain the Muſes, 


Then who, &c, 


And tho' ſome ettvious Wra 
To jeer us will make . 
And laugb at patient Anglers, 
Who ſtand Gow i' th Cold 2 
They wait on Miſs, . 
We wait on this, 
And think it caſy Labour; 
And if you'd know 
Fiſh Profits too, 
Conſult our Holland Neighbour. 


: Then who, &c. Cd 


SON G XXXVI. When mighty 
Roaſt Beef, &c. : 
HE N humming Brown Beer was the 
| 5 > — Taſte, 
Our _ they were merry, our Daughters were 
c 
Their Breach ſmelt like Roſes whenever em- 
rac'd 2 | 
Oh ! the Brown Beer of Old England 
1 


Ere Coffee and Tea found its Way to the Town, 

Our Anceſtors they by their Fires ſat down, 

Their Bread it was White, and their Beer it was 
Brown. 


Oh! the Brown Beer, &c , 


$f 73 an 
Yar Heroes of old, of whoſe Conqueſts we boa 

zuld make a good Meal of a Pot and a Toad — x 
Oh, did we fo now we ſhould ſoon rule the 


Roaſt ! 
0h ! the Brown Beer, &c. 


When the great Spaniſh Fleet on our Coaſt did 


appear, 

Our Nor each one drank a Jorum of Beer 

And ſent them away with a Flea in their Ear, 
0h ! the Brown Beer, &c. | 


Our Clergymen then took a Cup of good Beer, 

'Ere they mounted the Roſtrum, their Spirits to 
cheer | 

Then preach'd againſt Vice, tho? Courtiers were 
near, 


0h ! the Brown Beer, &c. 


Their DoCtrines then were authentick and bold, 
Well grounded on Scripture and Fathers of old; 
But _—— preach nothing but what they are 
told. 
0h! the Brown Beer, &c. 


For ſince the Geneva and ſtrong Ratafee, 
They are dwindl'd to nothing, but ſtay — let 
Faith nocking at all ö 
aith nothing at all but meer Fiddle-dee-dee. 
0h ! the Brown Beer of Old England, 
And Old Engliſh Brown Beer, &c. 


SO NG XXVIIL Ar Sparks fly up- 
wuards, &c. 

A® Sparks fly upwards, Man is born 
To Sorrow and to Trouble, 

But he that takes to him a Wife, 


Doth make his Burthen double; 


the 


em- 
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For Women we have always found 
In Strife and Miſchief to abound. 


Of Man they make a Bubble 
0 Mas, G. 


Oh! Job he was a patient Man, 

He liv'd in ſpite of the Devil 

Tho? Goods and Chattels all were loſt, 
Yet Fob was very civil: © 

But when he took to him a Nurſe, 

She prov'd indeed his greateſt Curſe ; 
Ab ! ſhe prov'd his greateſt Evil, 
Ab! ſhe — 2 

Oh ! Sampſon was a mighty Man, 

He fill'd the World — Wonder; 

With Jaw-bone he Philiſtines flew, 

His Blows did ſound like Thunder; 

But when with Dalilab he toy'd, 

The Sorc'reſs ſoon his Strength deſttoy d; 
She quickly brought bim under, 

She — 4 Ke 


King David was an upright Man, 
I tell you no Fiction, 
Until that Beerſheba he ſaw, 
Thatopretty pleaſing Vixen, 
When he her naked Body view'd, 
He found his Goodneſs ſoon ſubdu'd ; 
She roron ght him great Affiidion, . 
She wrought, &c. 


King Solomon the wiſeſt Man 
hat ever toy'd with Woman, 
When he had try'd the Sex all round, 
The Virtuous and the Common, 
They're all alike be wiſely cry'd, 
Vexation, Vanity, and Pride, 
They merit Praiſe of no Man, 
They merit, &c. 
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e poor Man he goes out to work, 

As hard as he is able; 

I Night when he comes Home well tir'd, 
She bids him rock the Cradle; 

nd if the ſame he doth refuſe, 

he ſaucy Puſs will him abuſe, 


And thumps him withthe Ladle, 
And thumps, &c. 


e Thief that rides up Holbourn-Hill, 
To Oliver CromwelPs Palace, 

ay find ſome Friend perchance ſtep in, 
To fave him from the Gallows: 

Oh! no, he cries, drive on to Gib, 

Il ne'er be Slave to my own Rib, 


Drive on the Cart, good Fellow, 


Drive on, &c. 


SON G XXXVIIT. Genigzs of En- 
| gland. 


Enius of England, from thy pleaſant 
T Bow'r of Bliſs 
Ariſe, and ſpread thy ſacred Wings, 
Guard, guard from Foes the Britiſh State, 
Thou, on whoſe Smiles do wait 
Th' uncertain happy Fate of Monarchies and 


Kings. 


Then follow, brave Boys, then follow, brave 
Boys, to the Wars, 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars, 
Follow, follow, follow, brave * to the Wars 3 
The Laurel you know is the Prize, 
The Laurel you know is the Prize, 
Who brings home the nobleſt, the nobleſt, | 
The nobleſt Scars, looks fineſt in Celia's Eyes, 


/ 


"* 


Her Gown was new dy d, and her Nightrail clean, 
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Then ſhake off your ſlothful Eaſe, 
Let Glory, let Glory, let Glory inſpire you 
Hearts; 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Is the nobleſt of all other Arts; 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier, in War, and in Peace, 
Is the nobleſt of all other Arts. 


SONG XXXIX. Folly Roger. 


I OLLY Roger, Twangdillo of Plowden-Hill, 
In Cheſt had —— good Pound, 
Fat Oxen and Sheep, and a Barn well fill'd, 
And a hundred good Acres of Ground; 
— made ev'ry Maiden with Maiden-head 
laden, 
And Widows tho! juſt ſet free, 
To wrangle and fret, and plump up their Wit 
To train to the Net, Twangdillo, Twangd:e 
The firſt that brake Ice was a Laſs had been 
Born of a good Houſe, but decay'd 


hd we 


hi 


And to ſing and talk French had been bred 
She'd dance Northern Nancy, 
And, Parlex vous Francois? 
That Hodge might her Breeding ſee, 
She'd roll her black Eye, 
Breathe ſhort with a Sig), 
When e'er ſhe came nighTwangdillo, Trang. &c, 


The next was a Sempſtreſs of Stature low, 
That fancy'd ſhe wanted a Male, 
Her Hair as black as an Autumn Sloe, 
And hard as a Coach-Horſe's Tail: 
She'd ogle and wheedle, 
And prick with her Needle; | 
What d'ye lack ? what d'ye buy F cry'd ſhe 
But now her brisk Tone 
Is chang'd to a Gruan, 


Ah! Pity my Moan, Twangdillo, Twang. &c. 
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muſty old Chamber - Maid, lean and tall, 
The next as a Suitor appears, 
ith a Tongue load and ſhrill, but no Teeth at all, 
For Time had drawn them many Years 3 
Caſt Gowns, and ſuch Lumber, 
Old Smocks without Number, 
ace, be bragg'd ſhould her Dowry be : 
e, Forty Pair of lac'd Shoes, 
Ribbons Green, Red, and Blues, 
zut all wou'd not nooſe Twangdilio, Twang. &c. 


er. 
— he net was a Laſs of a Popiſh Strain, 
md That Feſuit Whims had been taught, 
, he bragg d they ſhould ſoon have King F—s 


again; : 
Tho! her Spouſe was late hang'd for the Plot 3 
The French wou'd come over, 
And land here at Dover, 
Vit nd all as they wifh'd wou'd be; 
edle The Facobite Jade | 
8 Talk'd as if ſhe was mad, 


_ n hopes to have had Twangdillo, Twang. &c. . 


Vintner's fat Widow then ſtraight was view'd, 
Whoſe Cuckold bad pick'd up — Pelf : 
Ic had kill'd half his Neighbours with Wine 
he'd brew'd ; | 
And lately had poiſon'd himſelf, 
With Bumpers of Claret, 
No Souſe paying for it, 
She'd Roger's Companion be; 
Strike Fiſt on the Board, 
Huzza was the Word, 
ome kiſs me, ador'd Twangdillo, Twang · &c. 


But Roger reſoly'd not to be her Man, 
And ſo gave a Looſe to the next, 
he Niece of a canting blear-ey'd Non- con, 
That ſtifly cou'd canvaſs a Text. 
A Dame of cheapſide too, 
Wou'd fain be his Bride too 


| 
| 
| 
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3 Purſe · proud was grown Twangdillo, Twang x. 


| *T'was ſhe that brought down Twangdillo Twany- 


My Bliſs, too long, my Bride denies, 
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And make him of London free: 


But no Laſs wou'd down,; 
In Country or Town, 


Till at laſt pretty Nancy, a Farmer's Jo 
That — a milking had been: g "7 
Round tac'd, cherry-check'd,with'a ſmirking Eye, 
Came tripping it over the Green: 
She —— like a Goddeſs, 
And in her lac'd Bodice 
A Span ſhe wou'd hardly be, 
Her Lips were plump grown, 
And her Hair a dark Browns 


dillo, 
Twangdillo, young luſty Twangdillo, Tuang dus 


SON G XL. Thou ri/ing Sun, &, 
* Hou riſing Sun, whoſe gladſome Ray 


Invites my Fair to rural Play, 
Diſpel the Miſt, and clear the Skies, 
d bring my Orra to my Eyes. 
O were I ſure my Dear to view, 
I'd climb the Pine-Trec's topmoſt Bough, 
Aloft in Air that quivering plays, 
And round and round for ever gaze. 


My Orra Moor, where art thou laid? 
What Woods conceal my ſleepidg Maid! 
Up by the Roots, enrag'd I'll tear 
The Trees that hide my promis'd Fair, 


Oh! I cou'd I ride on Clouds and Skies, 
Or on the Raven's Pinions riſe; 

Ye Storks, ye Swans, a Moment ſtay, 
And waft a Lover on his Way. 


A pace the wafting Summer flies, 
* the wintry Blaſts I fear | 
ot Storms, or Nights mall keep me bete. 
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at may for Strength with Steel compare? 
Oh! Love bas Fetters ſtronger far; 

Bolts of Steel are Limbs confin'd, 

But cruel Love enchains the Mind, 


> longer then perplex thy Breaſt, 
When Thoughts torment, the fitſt are beſt, 


is mad to go, tis Death to ſtay, 
Away to Orra, haſte away. 


ONG LXI. King John and the 
 Abbat,, Cc. 


Ome liſten, ye Engliſh, a while to my 
Strain | 
bile 1 tell you a Story will give you much Pain, 
ow Engliſhmen ſtarve while the Foreigners gain. 
With a daun, dotun, down, derry, C. 
hat have you e'er done to deſerve ſuch a Doom? 
ith your Fathers your Wit is ſure all in the 
Towb, 
hat you forfeit your Senſe for a Sgualler of 
Rome. 20 
With a down, &c. | | 
he Voice of an Eunuch what Clown won't obey? 
ound Senſe for Franciſque you've barter'd away, 
Ind for Glaſſes your Eyes you exchange ev'ry 
Day, 
With, down, &c, 
o Fool is ſo dull but their Worth will enhance, 
But if all their Nations come hither to dance, 
5 we ſhall quickly be tired of France. 
ith a down, &c. 


ourt, City, and Country ſtand on their Side, 
0 14 it is grown, and our Boaſt, and oue 
nde, 
9 — Engliſhmen walk while the Foreigners 
ride, 


With a down, &c, 
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With Manſieur our Play-bills are ſtuck ev'ry Dy 
Italian, French, Dutchmen fill up ev'ry Way, 
And Signor aud Monſiexr is all we can fay, 
With a down, &c. 4 


Our Heroes like Ita!ians now impotent groy, 
Our Elders all weak as Franciſqu? in his Shoy, 
And our Stateſmen ſhort-ſighted, alas ! as a Buy 

With a down, &c. 


Ye Schools that for Learning are worthily knom, 

No Wonder your Benches ſo empty are grown, 

Since our Nation deſpiſe ev'ry Art that's thei 
own. 


With a down, &c. 


In the Manners of England none try to ſucceed, 
Moſt of us, like Frenchmem both Habit and Feed, 
But who can't talk French, is a Blockead indeed 

With a down, &c. 


Our Old Engliſh Diſhes we're taught to difowt, 
To Ragouſts and Toupees we now are ſo prone, 
That we've neither a Dreſs nor a Diſh of out on 

With a down, &c. | 


SONG XLII. Vine does Wonders, & 


Inc does Wonders ev'ry Day 
Makes the Heavy Light and Gay; 
Throws of all their Melancholy : © 
Makes the Wiſeſt go aſtray, 
And the Buſy toy and play, 
And the Poor and Needy jolly. 


Wine makes trembling Cowards bold, 

Men in Years forget they're old; 
Women leave rhzir coy Diſdaining, 

Who till then were hy and cold; z 

Makes a Nigg ard ſlight his Gold, 
And the Foppiſh entertaining. 


"© 8 4 i 

ONG XLIII. 72 Cats that at 
Midnight, &c. 

E Cats, that at Midvight ſpit Love at 


each other, 
ho beſt feel the Pangs of a paſſionate Lover ; 
appeal to your Scratches and tattered Furr, 

the Bus'ncls of Love be not more than to purr, 
did Lady Grimalkin, with Gooſeberry Eyes, 
hen Kitten knows ſomething, for why? ſhe 


was wiſe : 


7 [ou find by Experience the Love Fit's ſoon oer, 
Sen, ., Puſs, laſts not long, but turns to Cat · Whore. 
at's thei Men ride many Miles, 
Cats tread many Tiles, 
zoth hazaid, both hazard their Necks in the Fray; 
ſucceti, Only Cats, if they fall 
nd Feed From a Houſe, or a Wall, | 
| indeed Keep their Feet, mount their Tails, mount their 
Tails, and away, | 
ifown, ONG XLIV. Sweet, if you love 
4 * me, come away, &c. ; 
0 He. O Weet, if you love me, ſiniling turn, 
| Smiling turn, ſmiling turn; 
& Sweet, Sec. b 
„ &e. Ah let 74 =_ a thouſand 8 
From thoſe dear baliry ruby Li 
; And gently ſlip into thy — 


Smiling turn, ſmiling turn, 


And gently lip into thy Favour. 


be. Pray now give o'er, you court in vain, 
Pray give o'er, pray give o'er, 
Pray now, &*c, 
And yet ſo warm was e'ery Kiſs, 
An Earneſt of ſuch future Bliſs, - 
I fear at laſt he'll —— 
Pray be gone — Pray now 


I fear at laſt he'll gain my Favour, 
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He. Thus let me preſs thee cloſe, my | 
Cloſe, my — cloſe my 25 
Thus let me, sc. bas. 
Sbe. Fie, now you make me bluſh, I ſwear, 
Fie for Shame, fic for Shame; 
Fie, now, & c. 
He. Ah! do do not frown upon me now, 
She. I feel I'm growing kind, I vow. 
He. Since you this kind Embrace allow, 
She. O dear he has ſo mov'd me now! 
He. O let me ſlip into thy 
She. I fear he'll flip into my 
He. Kiſs my Dear, 
| Che. Fie for * 1 
He. And let me {lip into thy Favour. 
She. I fear he I lui into — Favour. Iren, 


SONG XLV. Phillis, as ber Win 
De fipp'd in. 
P Hillis, as her Wine ſhe ſipp'd in, 
t 


Gaily talking with her Swain, 
o her Hand he llily {lipp'd in 
Tal, lal, lal, lal, \ 
A full Glaſs of brisk Champaigne, 
Why ſo 701 ſaid he, and fickle ? 
Muſt I always ſigh in vain? 
Muſt I never hope to tickle 
Tal, lal, &c. 
Your Ear with a merry Strain ? 
Long have I been toſs d and fretting, 
Like a Sailor on the Main; C 
Sure, at length tis Time to get in, 
Tal, al, &c, 
To the Port I hope to gain» 
Hearts you take delight in ſtealing, 
Of — Conqueſts Rill are — 
Torture others whilſt I'm feeling, 
Tal, lal, &c. 
Pleaſure that is void of Pain, 


[ 47 J 
ron at length, ſhe liſten'd ki 
And — Love could not ny, 
> in the Nick the Nymph was finely 
| Tal, lal, &c. 

Fitted for her cold Diſdaĩn. 


ON G. XLVI. Of a ebe Race 
to, Shenkin. 


Was in the Land of Cyder, 
At a Place call'd Brampton-Bryong 
Such a Prank was play'd 
'Twixt a Man and Maid 
t all the Saints cry'd fie on. 


For gentle John and Suſan 
ere oft at Recreation g 
To tell the Truth, 
This vig'rous Youth | 
Caus'd a dreadful Conflagration. 
Both Morning, Noon, and Night, Sir, 
Brisk John was at her Crupper; 
e got in her Geers 
Five times before Pray'rs, 
And ſix times after Supper. 
John being well provided, . 
So cloſely did ſolace her, 
That $«ſan's Waiſt, 
So ſlackly lac'd, 
Shew'd Signs of Babe of Grace, Sit. 


But when the Knight perceived 
That S4ſan had been inning, 

And that this Laſs, 

For Want of Grace, 
Lov'd Kiſſing more than Spinning;z 
To cleanſe the Houſe from Scandal; 
And filthy Fornication 

Of all ſuch Crimes 

To ſhew the Times 
His utter Deteſtation 2 


'r Win 


+ See 


— 


— 3 
— - * 
- 2” IT 
© — 


— — — —v— , Barnes — 
—— —_ 
W 


— _ » as 
. — ” < 
- > tb U * 
1 + * — 
Oo 
_ J - \ 
—_ - 2 py — — 
4 . 
1 . 
— 5 * 
* 
— — 2 — * 
BD Tt = — 8 - 2 — 1 * — 
1 — vw — = — 8 


— —— 


Tbat I may mix my Soul with thine, 


O hide ty Boſom's killing White 


He took both Bed and Bolfter, . © © * 
Nay, Blankets, Sheets, and Pillow, | 
With Johnny s Frock, 
And uſan's Smock, ' 
And burnt them in the Kiln- houſe, 


And every vile Utenſil "3 4 
On which they had been wicked 
As Chairs, Joint. ſtools, - | 
Old Trunks, Cloſe-ſtools, 
And eke the three-legg'd Cricket, 


But had each thing defiled 
Been burnt at Brampton-Bryon, 
We all muſt grant 
The Knight would want 
Himſelf a Bed to lie on. 


SONG XLVII. My Goddeſs Celia, le 


Y Goddeſs Celia, heavenly fair, 
M — Lilies —_ as ſoft as "_ 3 
et looſe thy Treſſes, ſpread thy Charms, 
And to my Love give freſh Alarms, 


O let me gaze on thoſe bright Eyes, 
Tho' ſacred Lightning from them flies: 
Shew me that ſoft, that modeſt Grace, 
Which paints with charming red thy Face, 


Give me Ambroſia in a Kiſs, 
That I may rival Fove in Bliſs ; , 


And make the Pleaſure all divine. 


The Milky Way is not ſo bright) 
eſt you my raviſh'd Soul oppreſs, 
With Beauty's Pomp, and ſweet Exceſs, 


Why draw'ſt thou from the purple Flood 
Of my kind Heart the vital Blood ? 


a, & 


04 


Thou art all over endleſs Charms!" 
O! take me, dying, to thy Arms, 


$0 NG XLVII. Sweet are the 
Charms; &c. 


Weet are the Charms of her I love, 
More fragrant than the Damask Roſe; 
Soft as the Down of Turtle-dove, 
Gentle as Air when Zephyr blows : 
Refreſhing as deſcending Rains 


* 


o Sun-burnt Climes, and thirſty Plains, 


True as the Needle to the Pole, 

Or as the Dial to the Sun; 
Conſtant as gliding Waters roll, 

Whoſe ſwelling Tides obey the Moon: 
F:om ev'ry other Charmer free, 


My Life and Love ſhall follow thee. 


The Lamb the flow'ry Thyme devours, 
The Dam the tender Kid purſues; 

Sweet Philomel in ſhady Bow'rs 

Of recdant Spring her Note renewsY 

Ill follow what they moſt admire, , 

As I purſue my Soul s Deſire, 


ature muſt change her beauteous Face, 

And vary as the Seaſons riſe, 

\s Winter to the Spring gives place, 
Summer th' Approach of Autumn flies: 

o Change on Love the Seaſons bring, 

Love only knows perpetual Spring. 


D waning Time, with ſtealing Pace, 
Makes lofty Oaks and Cedars bow; 

Ln Marble Tow'rs, and Walls of Braſs, 

In his rude March he levels low : 

but Time, deſtroying far and wide, 

dye from the Soul can ne'er divide. 


D 


1 
Death only, with his eruel Dart, 3 
The gentle Godhead can removey - p 
And drive him from the bleeding Heart, 
To mingle with the Bleſt above: 
Where known to all his kindred Train, 
Fe finds a laſting Reſt from Pain. 


Love and his Siſter fair, the Soul, 
Twin-born from Heav'n together came z 
Love will the Univerſe controul, 
When dying Scaſons loſe their Name: 
Divine Abodes ſhall own his Pow'r, 
When Time and Death ſhall be no more, 


SON G. XLIX. Grim King ff 
the Ghoſts. | 


IKE a wandering Ghoſt IT appear, 
All ſilent, negle&ed and (; 
Tormented by Hopes and Deſpair, 
I figh when all others are glad. 
No Joys in this Town can I Lad, 
he 3 — to bib, 
I ſcarce ſhould re ing bli 
To all other Obefts — 
In the Fields as I ſaunter along, 
I look but for thee in my Ways | 
And if from my Sight thou art goney | 
I mourn all the reſt of the Day z 
Or if that by chance thou art there 
I ſhunvev'cy Mortal | meet, | 
Nor reliſh the Walk, or the Air, 
Thou only canſt render them ſweet, | 
Oh Nancy, whilſt thus I complain, 
Does your Heart never flutter nor beat, | 
Nor have you no Senſe of my Pain, 
Whilſt the Torment I bear is ſo great? / 
Muſt thoſe wand'ring Eyes always zoves 
On ev'ty new Obje& you ſee ? 
Or muſt you reward my true Love, 


And fix them at laſt upon me? 


CT | 
'$ONG L. Cremona Fiddle. 


E Lads and ye Laſſes, that live at at, 
Where, they ſay, there's no end of good 
Drink and good Meat; 
Where the Poor fill their Bellies, the Rich 


receive Honour, 


So great and ſo good is the Lord of the Manor, 
Ye Nymphs and ye Swains, that inhabit the 


Place 
Give ear to m Song of a Fiddle's hard Caſe 3 
For it is of a Fiddle, a ſweet Fiddle I ſing, 
A ſofter and ſweeter did never wear String, 


Melpomene, lend me the Aid of thy Art, 
Whilſt I the ſad Fate of this Fiddle impart 
For never had Fiddle a Fortune ſo bad, 
Which Rene hs beſt Things the worſt Fortune 
have | bs 


This Fiddle of Fiddles, when it came to be try'd, 
Was as ſweet as a Lark, and as ſoft as a Brides 
This Fiddle to ſee, and its Muſick to hear, 

Gave | to the Eye, while it raviſh'd the 


But firſt I muſt ſing of this Fiddle's C 

'Twas born and 'twas bred in fair Italy, 

In a Town where a Marſhall of France had the 
Hap, | . 

(Fortune de la guerre) to be caught in a Trap. 


And now, having ſung of this Fiddle's high Birth 
I —_ ing of the — which — much 
irth; 

But Fiogers ſo iraight, ſo ſwift, and ſo ſmall, 

Should be ſung by a Poet, or not ſung at all, 


Though I am, God-wot, but a poor Country 
wain, | 


And cannot indite „ 
| 2 ; 
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So all I can ſay, is to tell you once more, 
Such Hands and ſuch Fingers were neſet ſeey 
before. | | 5 | 
Having ſung of the Fingers and Fiddle, I troy, 
You'll ho!d it but meet I ſhould ſing of the Boy; 
The Bow it was Ebon, whoſe Virtue was ſuch, 
It wounded your Heart, if your Ear it did touch, 


Cupid fain * have chang'd with this Bow fo 
a while, 
To which the coy Nymph thus reply'd with z 
Smile, ; 
My Bow is far better than yours, I'll appeal, 
Yours only can kill, mine can both kill and heal, 


This Fiddle and Bow, and its Muſick together, 
Would make heavy Hearts as light as a Feather; 
Bur alas! when 1 ſhall its Cataſtrophe ſing, 
Your Heart it will bleed, and your Hands you 
will wring. | 
This Fiddle was laid on a ſoft eaſy Chair, 
Taking all for its Friends its ſweet Muſick did 
hear; 
When ſtraight there came in a buge maſculine 


Bum 


I wiſh the Di'll had it, to make him a Drum; 


Now wo to the Bum that this Fiddle demoliſh'd, 
That has all our Muſick and Paſtime aboliſh'd; 
May it never want Birch to be ſwitch'd and be 
laſh'd, 
May it ever be itching, and never be ſcratch'd, 


May it never break Wind in the Cholick ſo 
grievous, ö 

A Penance too ſmalk for a Crime ſo miſchievons: 

Ne'er find a ſoft Cuſhion. its Anguiſh to eaſe, 

While all is too little my Wrath to appeaſe. 


Of other Bum · ſcrapes mayit ſtill bear the Blame, 
Ne'er ſhew its Bateface without Sorrow et 
Shame 3 : 
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May it ne'er mount on Horſeback without Loſs 
of Leather; a La 

Which brings me almoſt to the end of my 
Tether, g 


And now, leſt ſome Critick of deep Penetration, 

Should attack our poor Ballad with grave Anno. 
tation 5 { 

The Fop muſt be told, without ſpeaking in 
Riddle, | 

He muſt firſt make a better, or kiſs my Bum. 
fiddle, 


SONG LI. Come fill me a Glaſs. 


OME, fill me a Glaſs, fill it high, 
A Bumper, a Bumper III have: 
He's a Fool that will flineh, I'll not bate an 
Inch | 
Tho 1 drink myſelf into my Grave. 


Here's a Health to all thoſe Jolly Souls, 
Who like me will never give o'er, 
Whom no Danger contr but will take off 
their Bowls, a 


Aud merrily ſtickle for more. 


Drown Reafon and all ſuch weak Foes, 
I ſcorn to obey her Command, 

Cou'd ſhe ever ſuppoſe I'd be led by the Noſe, 
And let my Glaſs idly ſtand ? 


Reputation's a Bugbear to Fools, - 
A Foe to the — of dear Drinking, n 
Made uſe of by Tools, who'd ſet us new Rules, 


And bring us to politick Thinking. 
Fill 'em all, E have ſix in my Hand, 


For I've trifled an Age away: 
Tis in vain to command, the fleeting Sand 
Rolls on, and cannot ſtay, 


D 3 


| EN 
ome, my Lads, move the Glaſs, drink 
4 We'll Tink the Univerſe dry * 2 
We'll ſet Foot to Foot, and drink it all out, 
If once we grow ſober we die, 


SONG LIE Salley ia ar Ally, 


H E N Gammer Gurton firſt I knew, 

Four Teeth bs all he reckon'd : 

Comes a damn'd Cough, and whips out two 
And r'other two a ſecond, * ? 


Conrage, old Dame, and never fear 
The third, whene'er it comes a 
Ci ve me but t'other Ju g of Beer, , 
And I'll enſure your Gum —a, 


SONG UI. Would von have 4 
young Firgin, &c. 


PF the Heart of a Man is depreſs'd with Carey, 
1 The Miſt is diſpell'd when a Woman appears; 
Like the Notes of a Fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly, 
Raiſes the Spitiis, and charms our Eats. 
Roſes and Lilies her Cheeks diſcloſe, * 
But her ripe Lips arc more ſweet than thoſe, 
Preſs her, | 
Careſs her, 
With Bliſſes, 5 
Her Ki ſſes | 
Diſſolve us in Pleaſure, and ſoft Repoſe. 


SONG LIV. i little blind 

Deceiver go. Wo 

O charming Calia's Arms I ſlew, _ 
And there all Night I feaſted 3. 


No God ſuch Tranſports ever knew, 
Nor Mortal ever taſted. 
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0» 
Loſt in the ſweet tumultuous Joy, 
And pleas'd beyond expreiling z 


it, How can your Slave, my Fair, ſaid I, 
Reward ſo great a Blefling ? h 
The whole Creation's Wealth ſurvey 
1159. Thro' both the Indies wander: 
Ask what brib'd Senates give away, 
And fighting Monarchs ſquander. 
» The richeſt Spoils of Earth and Air; 
The tifled Ocean's Treaſure ; 
Tis all too poor a Bribe by far, 
To purchaſe ſo much Pleaſure, 0D 
She bluſhing d — my Life, my Dear, 
Since Calia thus you fancy 
Give her, but tis too much, [ fear, 
57 4 A Rundlet of right Nancy. : 
SONG LV. Here's a Whim-wham 
ares, new, &c, 
— E R E's a Whim-wam new come over, 
ety, 


And who will prick at my Lottery-Book, 
Tis Spick and Span new to Dover, 
fo From France, where it lately took: 
P "Twill eaſe you of all your Troubles, ho! 

By a Fo we 4 new Chimerical Way; 
But, firſt of all down with the Bubbles, ho! 
For this is the faireſt Play, 
Come Jenny, the Chambermaid, trudge it, 
Come Tinker, and pawn thy Budget, 
And Gillian no longer — on ſoot. 


For Lords ſhall look like Aſſes; 
5 For ſee ye how Stock advances up to't, 
g And Footmen ride in their Places; 
Then, Chimney- ſwee p, ſell thy Soot. 


Jump off thy Boatd, bungling Botcber, | 7] 
Aud leave the Plough, truly Roger, 
D 4 | 
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And Ta with thy Gramacee ſneaſh it a 
Trip, cih. trudge it with May, Log 
And ued muckle Sawney Lad donno ſtay 
And Porothy flight thy Dairy, 
For we are as blith as May. 


Come hither each pretty Fellow, 

And Country Squire, thou Booby nob Head'; 
Here's Harlequin Punchinello, | | 
So nimbly, archly tread ; 

Here's Myn Heer van Gundy Gutt Guxzle too, 
To raiſe or fall, as Knav'ries meet; 

Maſs John come help us to puzzle too: 

And throw thy Cloak o'er the Cheat 3 

Thy Canting will ſafely fold us; 

When Air is too hot to hold us; 

Then prithee now Colley refufe me no more. 


Nor vamp up a queer Reviſal, 

For Water, Sir, never will turn into Gold, 
And a Fool ſhould have no Rival, 

Till C----y's great Stock be ſold, 


Let every Trick be a clean one, 


Fat Sorrow is better than lean one: 
Then frisk it about and jerk it away, 

For here's no Sign of Sorrow : 

Unleſs Mr. Knight ſhould darken the Day, 
*T will be at Twelve hundred To-morrow, - 


And we underſtand the Lay. 
SONG LVI. By Moonlight on 
the Green. 1 


B Moon - light on the Green, 
Our bonny Lafles cooing, 
One dancing there I've ſeen, 
Who ſeem'd alone worth wooing z 
Her Skin like driv'n Snow, 
Her Hair brown as a Berry, 
Her Eyes black as a Sloe, 
Her Lips red as a Cherry. 
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! how he tripp'd it, skipp'd it, 
io Leap'd ity ſepp's it, 
Whisk'd it, frisk'd it, 
Whirl'd it, twirl'd it; 
— ſpringing, - | 0 
Starting ſo quick, 
The Tune to nick; 
With a Heave and a Toſs, 
And a jerk at parting 3 
With a Heave and a Toſs, 
And a Jerk at parting. 
As ſhe ſat down,  bow'd, 
And veil'd my Bonnet to her; 
Then took her from the Crowd, 
With Honey Words to woo her 3 
Sweet blitheſt Laſs, quoth II,, — 
It is bleak Weather, 
I prithee let us try 
Another Dance together. 
0h! how ſhe, Ge. 
Whilſt ſuing thus I Rood, 
uoth ſhe, Pray leave your fooling, 
Some Dancing heats the Blood, 
Bur yours, I fear, lacks cooling. 
Still for a Dance I pray'd, | 
And we at laſt had ſeven 
And whilſt the Ezddle play'd, 
She thought herſelf in Heav'n. 
Ob! bow ſbe, &c, ; 
At laſt, ſhe, with a Smile, 
To dance again defir'd me 
Quoth I, pray Gay a while, 2 
For now, good Faith, ye'vetir'd me: 


With that ſhe look'd upon me, 
And ſigh'd with muckle Sorrow, 
Then gang your ways quoth ſhe, 
Bur dance again T 
0b! bow ſhe, KC. 
Ds 


O-morrow. 


[ 58 J 
'- $ONG Lyn. Cheoy-Chaſe. © 


OD proſper long from being broke 
G The 1 Lack of les-Hall,* 5 
A doleful Drinking bout I ſing, 
There lately did befal. 


To chaſe the Spleen with Cup and Cann, 
Duke Philip took his Way, 

Babes yet unborn ſhall never ſee 
The like of ſuch a Day. 


The Rout and ever-thirſty Duke 
A Vow to God did make, 

His Pleaſurc within Cumberland, 
Three live-long Nights to take. 

Sir M#/zrav# too, of Martindale, 
E 8 — and worthy Knight, 

Eftſoon with him a Bargain made, 

In Drinking to delight. 


The Bumpers ſwiftly paſs about, 
Six in Hand went round ; 5. 

And with their calling for more Wine; 
They made the Hall reſound, 


= 


Now when theſe merry Tidings reach'd: 
The Earl of Harol#'s Ears, | 

And am I _ he, with an Oath) 
Thus ſlighted by my Peers? 


Saddle my Steed, bring forth my Boots, 
I'll be with them 2 — Wo J 
And Maſter Sheriff eome you too, 
We'll know this ſcurvy Trick. 


Lo, yonder doth Earl Harold come, 
(Did one at Table ſay z) 

*Tis well, reply d the mettl'd Duke, 
How wiil he get away ? 


* A Pint Bumper at Sir Chriſtopher Muſgrave» 


| r 

| TL 59 ] 

When thus the Earl began, Great Duke, 
I'll know how this did chance, 


Without inviting me, ſure this 
You did not learn in France. 


Ons of us two, for this Offence, 
Under the Board ſhall lie; 

I know thee well, a Duke thou art, 
So ſome Years hence ſhall I. 


But truſt me, Wharton, Pity 'twere, 
So much good Wine to ſpill, 

As theſe Companions here may drink, 
Ere they have had their Fill. 


Let thou and I, in Bumpers full, 
This grand Affair decide. 
1 be he, Duke Vharton ſaid, 
By whom it is deny d. 
To Andrews, and to Hotham, Fair, 
Many a Pint went round, 
And many a gallant Gentleman 
Lay ſick upon the Ground. 


When, at the laſt, the Duke eſpy'd 
He had the Earl ſecure ; 
He ply'd him with a full Pint Glaſs, 
hich laid him on the Floor. 


Who never ſpoke more Words than theſe, 
After he downwards ſunk, 

oy a Friends, revenge my Fall, 

uke Wharton ſees me drunk, 

Then, with a Groan, Duke Philip held 
The fick Man by- the Joint, 

And ſaid, Karl Harold, *ſtead of thee, 

Would I had drank this Pint. 


Alack ! my very Heart doth bleed, 
And doth within me fink ; 

For ſurely a more ſober Earl 
Did never ſwallow Drink. 


. 
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With that the Sheriff, in a Rage, 

To ſee the Earl fo fmit, 
Vow'd to revenge the dead-drunk Peer 

Upon renown'd Sir Kit. | 
Then ſtepp'd a gallant Squire forth 
Skt Vi ug thin and mY Ws 1 
Lloyd was his Name, and o -ba 

Faſt by the River Twale: 2M 


Who ſaid he would not have it told 
Where Eden River ran, 

That unconcern'd he ſhould ſit by; 
So, Sheriff, I'm your Man. 


Now when theſe Tidings reach'd the Room, 
Where the Duke lay in Bed, 

How that the Squire ſuddenly 
Upon the Floor was laid g 


O heavy Tidings ! (quoth the Duke) 
Cumberland Witneſs be, - 

I have not any Captain more, 
Of ſuch Account as he. 


Like Tidings to Earl Thanet came, 
Within as ſhort a Space, 
How that the Under · Sheriff too 
Was fallen from his Place. 


Now God be with him (ſaid the Eatl) 
Sith'twill no better be, 
I truſt I have within my Town 
„As drunken Knights as he, 


- Of all the Number that were there, 
Sir Bains he ſcorn'd to yield; 

But with a Bumper in his Hand, 
He ſtagger'd o'er the Field. 

Thus did this dire Contention end, 
And each Man of the Slain 

Were quickly carryd off to Bed, 
Their Seuſes to regain, 


£ 
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God bleſs the King, the Dutcheſs fat, . 
And keep the Land in Peace, 

And grant that Drunkenneſs henceforth 
'Mong Noblemen may ceale. 


And likewiſe bleſs our Royal Prince, 
The Nation's other Hope, 

And give us Grace, for to defy 
The Devil and the Pope. 


SON G LVIIL Tom and Will 
were Shepherd Swains, © 


0 M and Will were Shepherd Swains, 
That liv'd and lov'd together, 

When fair Paftora croſs'd their Plains, 

Alas! why came ſhe thither? 
For tho' they fed two ſev'ral Flocks, 

They felt but one Deſire , 
Paſtora's Eyes, and Amber Locks, 

Set both their Hearts on F ire. 


Tom came of a genteel Race, 
By Father and by Mother; 
Will was noble, but alas, 
He was a younger Brother. 
Tom was forlorn, Will was fad, 
No Huntſman nor no Fowler; 
Tom was held the properer Lad, 
But Will the better Bowler, 


Tom was young, but ſomething bold, 
It ſeem d no Imperfettion; 
Mill was grey, but yet not old, 

And browner of Complexion : | 
The ſcorching Flames their Breaſts did bear, 
They could no longer ſmother, * 
For tho they knew they Rivals were, 

They Qill lov'd one another. 
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Tom would drink her Health, and wear, 
His very Choſt ſnould haunt her, b N 
Will would take her by the Ear, 
And with his Voice inchant her; 
Tom always kept within her Sight, 
And ne'er forgot his Duty, 


But Will was witty, and could write 
Sweet Sonnets on her Beauty. 


Paſtors was a lovely Laſs, 
And of a gentle Nature, 
Di vinely good and fair ſhe was, 
And kind to ev'ry Creature; 
Of Favours ſhe was provident, - Tos K 
But yet not over-iparingz 
She gave no looſe Encouragement, 
Let kept Men from deſpairing. 


Which of theſe two ſhe loved moſt , 
Or whether ſhe lov'd either, 

*Tis thought they'll find it to their Coſt, 
That ſhe indeed lov'd neither: 

So charming and ſo ſweet was ſhe, 

So pleaſing of Behaviour, . 

That Tos thought he, and Will thought he, 
Was chiefeſt in her Favour. 


Thus did ſhe handle Tom and Will, 
Who both did doat vpon her, 

For graciouſly ſhe us d them till, , 
Yer till preſers'd her Honour. 

She dealt her Favours equally, 
They both were well contented, 

And kept them ſtill from Jealouſy, 
Not eaſily prevented. 


Till rattling Fame had made Report, 
Of fair Paſtora's Beauty, 

Paftora's ſent for to the Court, 
There to perform her Duty, 


* 
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ato the Court Paſtora's gone, 
There were no Court without her, 


The Queen amongſt her Train had none- 
Was half ſo fair about her. Pas 


Tom hang'd his Dog, and caſt away 
His Shepherd's Hook and Waller, . 
ill broke his Pipe, and curs'd the Day, 
That e'er he made a Ballad. | | 
heir Nine-pins and their Bowls they break, 
Their Sports were turn d to Tears 5, 
'Tis Time for me an End to make, 
Let them go ſhake their Ears, 


SONG LIX. 4s I Jat at my 
Spinning-wheel. * 


8 I fat at my Spinning wheel, 
A A bonny Lad dere fads by, 
I kenn'd him round and lik'd him weel, 
Gued faith he had a bonny Eye: 
My Heart new panting 'gan to feel, 
But ſtill I turn'd my Spinning-wheel. 
Moſt graciouſly he did appear, _ 
As he my Preſence did draw near, 
And round about my ſlender Waiſt | . 
He claſp'd his Arms, and me embrac'd : 
To ki's my Hand he down did kneel, 
As I fat at my Spinning-wheel. 


My Milk-white Hand he did extol, 
And prais'd my Fingers long and ſmall z 
And ſaid, there was no Lady fair, 
That ever could with me compare, 
Thoſe pleafing Words my Heart did feel; 
But till I torn'd my Spinning · wheel. 
Altho* I ſeemingly did chide, 
Yet he would never be deny d; 12 
But did declare his Love the more, » 
Until wy Heart was wounded ſore, 
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That I my Love could ſcarce conceal g + 
Bur yet I turn'd my Spinning- wheel. 
As for my Yarn, my Rock and Reel, 
And after that my Spinning-wheel, 
He bid me leave them all with Speed, 
And gang with him to yonder Mead. 
My panting Heart ſtrange Flames did feel; 
Yet ſtill I turn d my Spinning - wheel. 
He ſtopp'd and gaz'd, A. blithly ſaid, 
Now ſpeed thee well, my bonny Maid; 
But if thou'dſt to the Hay-cock go, 
Il learn thee better Words, I trow: 
Gued Faith I lik'd bim paſſing weel ; 
But ſtill I curn'd my Spinning-wheel. 


He lovely veil'd his Bonnet oft, 

And ſweetly kiſs'd my Lips ſo ſoft ; 

Yet ſtill, between each Honey Kiſs 

He urg'd to gang to further Bliſs 3 
Till I reſiſtleſs Fire did feel, 
Then let alone my Spinning-wheel. 

Among the pleaſing Cocks of Hay, 

. Then with my bonny Lad I lay; 

What Damſel ever could deny 

A Youth with ſuch a charming Eye? 
The Pleaſure I cannot reveal, 


It far ſurpaſs'd the Spinning-wheeL 


SONG LX: How hard is the Fatt 
of all Womanking. 


OW hard is the Fate of all Womankind, 

For ever ſubje&ed, for ever confin'd ; 
Our Parents controul us, until we are Wives, 
Our Husbands enſlave us, the reſt of our Lives, 
If fondly we love, yet we dare not reveal, 
But ſecretly languiſh, compell'd to conceals 
Deny'd e'ery Freedom of Lite to enjoy, 
We're blam'd if we're kind, and condemm df 

we're coy. . "- * 


| G5 
None IXI. My Tin, Oye Mujer. 


OW ſmoothly the Minutes, dear Celadon, 
flow . ' 
When calm a ſexene no Pa ſſion we knew? 
| feel; * the Ev'ning its Pleaſure does 
rin | | 
f we = or we talk, if we pipe, or we ſing: 
But when the Boy Cupid once twangerh his Bow, 
Aud D eng our Hearts with his Arrows of 


oe; s 

We loſe all Delight, and we forfeit all Eaſe, 

Nor Reading, nor Talking, nor Muſick can 
pleaſe, « G . 


Leiſure in fanciful Muſings I ſpent, 
434 look'd, without 2 = Laſſes of 
Kent: 
No Virgin, with Feature, with Voice, or with 
Air, 
No Virgin was able my Heart to enſnare, 
Ah! wby did I, fooliſh, abandon thoſe Plains, 
To join in the Revels of Lemington Swains! 
Where heedleſs young Chloe, unpraftis'd in Arts; 
Entices to Love the moſt indolent Hearts. 


My Books were my Charmers, my Thoughts my 


Fate Delight, — . 
In the 8 of the Morn, in the Stillneſs of 
Night: N 
ind, My Books and my Thoughts each other reliev'd, 
And the — ſoft gliding, were ſweetly de» 
ceiv'd. | 
s, No Paſſion diſturb'd me, my Joys were my own 2 
But now L'am fo alter'd as never was known ! 
; My Heart, from its Owner, is quite gone aſtray, 
is And Chloe torments it by Night and by Day. 


My Friend ſtill was welcome whenever he came, 
My Friend ſaw my Countenance always the ſame 


\ 
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 Ofer a Pot of Bobea we grew merry and: 
And laugh'd at the 2 fond Fn 

But wounded by Chloe, I live in t he Spleen, 

My Friend, with Surprizc, ſees a Change in j 
Mien z 

I bid him be gone, for his Wit, and his Jeſt, 

But make him the more inſupportable Gueſt, 


How once ev'ry Object a Pleaſure did yield! 

If I walk'd in the Garden, or travers'd the Field 

On beautiful Landskips I feaſted my Sight, 

__ — — ſung, I cou'd liſten il 

igbt. | 

But — as I rove thro' the Valley or Glade, 

The beautiful Landskips before my Eye fade: 

In the Nightingale's Note no Muſick l find, 

For nothing but Chloe ſtill runs in my mind. 

If my Spirits, in Solitude, wanted Relief, 

With my Flute, by a Brook, I cou'd ſolace ay 

rief, 

rileep to the lullaby Noiſe of the Stream, 
And awake to new Life from a rapturousDrean: 
But now all Endeavours in vain Lapp! 1 

Since for Chloe 1 languiſh, for Chloe I die; 

To no purpoſe I try on my Flute ev'ry Strain, 

And the Brook o'er the Pebbles now murmur in 

vain. | 

Beware, ſilly Shepherds, how Love jou defy, 

Beware of the deſp'rate Glance of her Eye; 

In Freedom I triumph'd, and flouted the Swain 

Who ſold themſelves Captive, and forg'd thei 

own Chains: | 

But ſince I beheld her, alas I'm undone! 

Since firſt I ſaw Chloe, my Freedom is gone. 

I have forg'd my own Chains, and I conſtantly 


c i 
Was — poor Shepherd ſo wretched as 17 


How, Celadon, ſhall I my Paſſion reveal? 
Or muſt I for ever :tay Torment conceal ? 


[ * 1 


de Woe ſhe creates, has ſhe Pity to hear Þ 
h! no, ſhe is cruel as charming I fear. 
fiſt me, by Reaſon, to ranſom my Heart, 
teach me to gain her; oh! teach me the Art! 
e merciful Pow'rs, to you I complain, { 
ive Love to the Nymph, or give Kaſe to the 
Swain, % 


S o NG LXII. Mery Ste: 


Appy's the Love which meets Return, 
When in ſoft Flames Souls equal burns * 
Lat Words are wanting to diſcover | 
The Torments of a hopeleſs Lover : 
e Regiſters of Hea'vn, relate 
If looking o'er the Rolls of Fate) 
Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
ary Hot, the Flow'r of Tarrew, 


h no! her Form's too heav'nly fair, 

er Love the Gods above muſt ſhare, 

bile Mortals, with Deſpair, explore her, 
And, at a Diſtance due, adore her. 
Dlovely Maid! my Doubts beguile, * 
Revive and bleſs me with a Smile : 
\las! if not, you'll ſoon debar — 2, 
Sighing Swain the Banks of Yarrow, 


Be huſh'd, ye Fears, I'll not deſpair ; 

My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 

Then I'll go tell her all my Anguiſh, 
She's too good to let me languiſh. 

With Succeſs crown'd, I'll not envy 

The Folks who dwell above the Sky 
When Mary Stot becomes my Marrow, 
We'll make a Paradiſe on Yarrow. g 
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S0 NG LXII. 2 Commons wi 


Peers. 


Roger, Ome, Love, let us join, 
Come, prithee be mine, 
My only, my dear pretty Creature; 
| More my Cicely I prize, | 
Than Ido both my Eyes, 
And than Honey to me the is ſweeter, 


Ciceh · You think to perſuade 
A poor ſilly Maid 

Unzkill'd in the Bus'neſs of Wooing 
If you hold on your Jeſt, 
Tui t be gone, I proteſt, 

For fear it ſhould prove my Undoing, 


Rog. I'm in ſuch a Fever, 
The like it was never x 

So dreadfully ſore is my Smart, 
That Cupid, I weet, 
Were you but to ſee't, 


Has bord a great Hole in my Heart. 
cis. Les, yes, the plain Caſe is, 
ou know all your Paces, 


Whene'er you would compaſs your Pleaſure 
And if filly Wenches 
Believe your Pretences, 


They're left to repent at their Leiſure. 
Reg. In Pity forbear, 


55 To _ 1 my Dear ; 
while ſo ſorely I languiſh ! 
* hat Room, "A Unkind, 
For Deceit can you find 
In a Breaſt that is brim- all of Anguiſh ? 


Cic. Nay, vay, Roger, now, 
ou wrong me, I vow, 


Mons 4% 


would not be reckon'd hard-hearted: & 
But alas! I have known, 
For believing too ſoon, 


or Maids that have wofully ſmarted. 


* 


pray do not ſuppoſe 
s That [I'm one of thoſe | 
o can leave their Sweet-hearts in the Lurch: 
I mean, in good Sooth, 
To plight you my Troth, | 
When the Banns have been ask'd in the Church. 


ic, But then 3 ſoon, 
With the firſt Honey · moon, ; 

3ould you forfeit the Troth you have plighted, 

Should you cool to your Spouſe, 

Laugh at all your paſt Vows, 

uud Cicely, poor Cicely be lighted! 


g. Come, Sweet, be not ſhy, 
On yaur true Love rely, | 
ome, with hearty good Willlet's agrees 
You may quit ev'ry Fear, 
When, without you, I ſwear 
All the World would be nothing to me, 


ic. Well, 1 can't but a prove 
Of ſo honeſt > Leg 
Nor dread to be ſuch a one's Wife. 
Rog, And a Love, my dear Cis, 
That's as honeſt as this, 
Is as long and as laſting as Life, 


So NG LXIV. Draw, Cupid, c 


RAW, — draw, 
And make fair Sylvia know 
” "= mighty Pain 
Her ſuff 'ring Swain 
Does for her undergo, 


Convey this Dart 
Into her Heart: | 
And when ſhe's ſet on Fire, | 
Do thou return 
And let her burn 
Like me in chaſte Deſire. 


That, by Experience ſhe | 
May learn to pity me 
Whene'er her Eyes 
Do Tyrannize 
Ober my Captivity. 
But when in Love 
We jointly move 
And tenderly embrace, 
Like Angels ſhine 
And ſweetly join 
To one another's Face. | 


SONG LXV. Celia, my Heart, . 


\ £LIA, my Heart has often rang'd 
Like Bees o'er gaudy Flow'rs, 

And many Thouſand Loves has cbang'd, 
Till it was fix'd on yours: 

But Celia, when I ſaw thoſe Eyes, 
"Twas ſoon determin'd there ; 

Stars might as well forſake the Skies, 
And vaniſh into Air. 

Now, if from this Great Rule I err, 
New Beauties to adore, 

May I again turn Wanderer, 
And never ſettle more, 


SONG LXVI. Ven I was Dam 
of Honour. 
INCE now the World's turn'd upſide donn, 
And all things chang'd in Nature; 


As if a Doubt were newly gzowny 
We had the ſame Creator: 


- "voy 
ancient Modes and former Ways, 
Jil teach you, Sirs the Manner, 
good Queen Beſe's Golden Days, 
When I was a Dame of Honour, 


had an ancient, noble Seat, 

Tho! now tis come to Ruin 3 

dete Mutton, Beef, and ſuch good Meat, 
ln th! Hall were daily chewing: 

f bunming Beer my Cellar f 

[ was the yearly or z : 

here toping Knaves had many a Pall, 
When I was a Dame of Honour, 


Men of Home- ſpun honeſt G 
Had Coats and eds Badges OE” 
hey wore no dirty ragged Lace, 
Nor cer complain'd for Wages: 
or. gaudy Fringe and Silks o'th' Town 
fear d no threat'ning Dunner, 
ut wore a decent Grogram 


When I was a Dame of Honour, 


never thought Cantharides 
Ingredient good in Poſſet; 

or ever ſtript me to my Stays, 

To play the Punk at Baſſet: 

n Ratafie ne er made Debauch, 

Nor reel'd like toping Gunner g 

or let my Mercer ſeize my Coach, 
When I was a Dame of Honour, 


ſtill preſerv'd my Maiden Fame 
In ſpite of Oath and Lying; 
o' many a lon chin d youngſter came, 
And fain — be Enjoying: 
, — to guard my Lips I kept, 

rom Cuptd's lewd Oer - runner, 
And many a Roman Noſe 1 rapp'd, 
When I was a Dame of Honour, 


Dant 


Jown, 


W Iles ee. 
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—_——— Locks I never bought 
f Beggars dirty Daughters; 
Nor prompted by a wanton Thought, 
Above Lacs ty'd my Garters: 
I never glow'd with painted Pride, 
Like Punk, when th' Devil has won her, 
Nor prov'd a Cheat to be a Bride, 
When I was a Dame of Honour. 


My Neighbours ſtill I treated round, 
And Strangers that came near me, 

T he Poor too always Welcome found, 

| Whoſe Pray'rs did till endear me: 

Let therefore who at Court would be 
No Chutl, nor yet no Fawner, 


Marchin Old Hoſpitality 
Queen Beſs's Dame of Honour, 


SON G LXVII. Suppoſe a Mar. 


Uppoſe a Man 

Do's all he can 

T'unſlave himſelf from a ſcolding Wife, 
He can't get out, 
But hopps about, 

Like a marry'd Bird in the Cage of Life, 
She on Miſchief bent 
Is never content, 

But makes the poor Man cry out, 
Rigid Fate, | 
Marriage State; 
No Reprieve, 
But the Grave: 

Oh! hard Condition. 


Come, I'll tell you how, 
This Wife to 50g 

And quickly bring her to her laſt, 
Your Senſes pleaſe, 
Indulge your Eaſe, 

But reſiſt no Joy, and each Humour taſte: 


('73 ]) 
Then let ber ſquall, 

And tear and bawl, 

And with Whining cry her Eyes out; 
Take a Flask, 
Double F lask, C4 

Sip it up, ; 
That's your Phyſician. 


SON G LXVIII. Voi © cara 
e ti conſola. 


F you'd court the Joy won't leave you, 
Pay your Vows at Bacchus Shrine; 
Other Pleaſures will deceive you, 
Truth is only found in Wine. 
. If you'd court, &c, | i 
Man. Let the puny ſneaking Lover 
| Bow to Cupid like a Fool, 
Juſt Experience will diſcover 
He's no more than Woman's Tool, 
He's no more, &c. 


Bring more Wine, then charge the Glaſſes, 
Let 'em flow with gen rous Red; : 
Drown a Thouſand Loving Aſſes, 
Then in Tri umph march to Bed. 
Bring more, &e. | 


SONG LXIX. Cmzlia, bas 4 | 
_ Thouſand, &c. — 
8 ALIA has a Thouſand Charms, 
'Tis Heav'n to lye within her Arms; 
While I ſtand gazing on her Face, 
Some new and ſome refiftleſs Grace, 
Fills with freſh Magick all the Place, 


While J Sand gazing, &c. | | 
E | 


1 24 1 
But while the Nymph I thus adozey  -- 
1 muſt my wretched Fate deplore ; 
For, oh! Myrtillo have a Care, 
Her Sweetneſs is above Compare, 
But then ſhe's falſe as well as fair. 
Have a Care, Myrtillo, &. 


SONG LXX. A trifling Song, ke. 


Onſenſical Folks "we 
To hear a Non allral Song, 
Each am'rous Beau with his Fair 
Whoſe Chatin's a Nonſenſicul Tong 
Were there no Nonſenſical Flights 
The Women would want what to ſay, 
The Poets want ſomething to write, 


And the Actors want Farces to play. 


Nonſenſe ſo reigns in this Age 
Wea over the Noble and os Z 
The Towa ſends a Share on the 
And each Aſs ſets up for a Wit. 
The Lover calls Nonſenſe his Muſe, 
When ſmit by the am'rous Boy, 
Always gaining with that the firſt Uſe 
Of the Ladies Nonſenſical Toy. 


The Parſons their Nonſenſe will Preach 
To Praiſe Nonſenſical Fools z 
Worn Ladies choice Secrets will teach, 
To Nonſenſical bungling Tools, 
The Vulgar their Nonſenſe will 
And let their Opinions be bad 
In Matters concerning the State, 
And negle& for a Party their Trade- 


A. Scribling Poet with Now 
For a Dinter will N Gy ; 
Tho! his Wit is as thin as his Conſcience, 
Or rather as bare as his Purſe, 


| i ui 

A Parliament Member fometimes © - 
May make a Nonſerfical Speech, - 

The Whiggs may the Tories of Crimes 

For Nonſenfical Reaſons Impeach. 


Debates full of Nonſenſe will riſe, 
Upon a Nonſenfical Theme, 
Mongſt thoſe that pretend to be wiſe, 
And do their own Nunſenſe eſteem. 
Since hee to grown ſuch a Charm 
With the Ladies the Beaux, and the Poet, 
Let cach one his Reaſon alarm, "ID 


And he that has Wit, let him ſhew it. 


so NG IXXI. Mars 7 Venus by 
Cupid. 

HO VU little blind Deceiver, go, 

And tell thy beauteous Mother, 


A ſtrong Reſentment I will ſhew, 
Since ſhe do's love another. 


Altho' her Face and Shape's divine, 
Yet | can ſtill withſtand her 


Ill make the Sporting Youth repine 
And ſhew bin I'm ty p 
Aud if true Love has no Effect, 
On that delightful Treaſure, 


The Pow'r L have ll not negleQ, 
But ſeize her at my Pleaſure, 


SONG LXXII. Tho over all 
Mankind, &c. 


H O' over all Mankind beſides my con · 
quering Beauty, conquering Beauty, my 
conquering Beauty reignsz 
My conquering Beauty reigns z 
E * 
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From him I love, from him I love when L. may 
Diſdain, M4 Go | " 

A __— Damp, a killing Damp comes o'er wy 

ride: * 1 

I'm fair and young, I'm fair and young, 

I'm fair and young in vain. 

I'm fair and young, I'm fair and young, 

I'm fair and young in vain. 0 

No, no, no, let him wander where he will, 

Let him wander, let him wander, | 

Let him wander, let him wander where he will, 

I ſhall have Youth and Beauty, Youth and 
Beauty, Youth and Beauty. SOR 

I ſhall have Youth and Beauty, Youth and 
Beauty ſtill; | 

I ſhall have Beauty that can charm a Fove, 

Can charm a Jove, and no Fault, 

No, #0, #0, nogno, 0, no, no, no, 0, 0 Fault, wo, 
no, no, Fault, | 

But conſtant Love: 

From my Arms then let him fly, fly, fly, 

From my Arms then let him fly, 


Shall langdiſh, pine and dye? 


No, no, no, no, no, no, #0, no, no, #0, 10, #0 notl. 
SONG LXXIIL 2: Mad. caps, &c. 
E Mad-caps of England, who merry wou'd 


: make, 
And — your brave Valour wou'd Pains under- 
take: N | 
| _ over for Handers, and there you ſhall 
ee , 

How merry we'll make it, how frolick we'll be: 

Sing Tanta, ra, ra, ra, ra, ra, Boys, 

Tanta, ra, va, ra, ra, ra, Boys, 
Taaata, ya, ra, ra, ra, ra Boys, 

Boys, drink. 6 


If you have been à Citizen broke by Miſchance, 
And wou'd by your Courage your Credit advance; 


E io 
Here's Stuff to be won by vent'ring your Life, 
80 you on at Home a- good riend by your 

Wife: 
Sing Tanta, ra, ra, &e. Wear Horns, wear 
Horns. 


Sing Tanta, ra, ra, &c, Wear Horns. 
Bat if upon Wenches you have ſpent all your 


Means, 
And till your Minds run upon Whores and 
ueans z 
Here's Wenches enow that with you will go 
From Leaguer to Leaguer in ſpite of your Foe : 
Sing anta, ra, ra, &c, Whores all Whores 
all, 


Sing Tanta, ra, ra, &c. Whores all. 
As ſoon as you come to your Enemies Land, 2s 


Where fat Gooſe and Capon you have at Com- 
mand 

Sing take them or eat them „or let them alone, 

Sing go out and fetch them, or elſe you get none : 


_ OT ra, ra, &c. Make ſhift, make 
1 


Sing Tanta, ra, ra, &c, Make Shift. 


Your Serjeants and Officers are very kind, | 
If that you can flatter, and ſpeak to their Mind: 
They will free you from Duty and all other 
Trouble, 
Your Money being gone, your Duty comes - 
double 
= 3 ra, Ya, &e. Hard Caſe, hard 
aſe, 


Sing Tanta, ra, ra, &c. Hard Caſe. 


Ard when you break an Arm, or a Leg, 

You el have your Pafs thro' the Country to 
cg 5 

Your Officer promiſes you ſome other Pay, 

But the Soldier ne'er gets it, no not till Doomſ- 


day: E 3 


—— oe 


I 8 
Sing Tanta, ra, ra, &c. Long time loy 
time, 

Sing Tanta, ra, ra, &c. Long time. 

At laſt, when you come to your Enemies Walls, 
Where many brave Gallant and Gentleman falls, 
And when you have done the beſt that you can, 
Your 1 o_y rewards you, there dies à brave 


ang 


wy Tanta, ra, ra, &c, That's all, that“ 
Sing Tanta, ra, ra, &e. That's all. 


SO N G LXXIV. 4 Dialigu- 
between a Widow and a Rake. 


Widow. H! my poor Husband, for eve 

he's gone. 
Alas! alas! alas I'm ks ! 

I ſigh and I moan, 

Mult I theſe cold Nights lye alone? 

+ Alas! I'm undone. 

I did what I lift, 

We kiſs'd and we kiſs'd, 

Till his Vigour he miſs'd, | 
Till his jolly far Pace grew as ſmall as my Fiſt 
And his Calves, his poor Calves as thin as my 

Wriſt. 
We wrangl'd and jangl'd, when in an ill Mood; 
But a-nights, like two Pigeons, we bill'd and 
we coo'd : a 
We whisk'd and we fritk'd, alack ! and alack! 
Why muſt he for ever, why mult he for ever, 
Now lye on his Back ; 
Why muſt he for ever now lye on his Back? 
Rake. Why Widow, why Widow, what makes 

thee ſo ſad? 

Ha,, ha, ae ba, ba, ha, ba, ha, ba, ba, art thou 
ma 


If one Husband's dead, there ate more to be had: 


E 29 ] 


. | 

I'll be th Honey, leave keepi a Pot | 

wy #4 Uk one Nail, ſerves __ — 
another. 


Widow. How! talk fo to me; what, think 
you, I'll wed ? 
'Tis _ a Month yet fince my poor Husband's 
d 


Rake, A Month ! 'tis an Age; you're mad % 
delay; 
Moſt Widows now chuſe ere the Fun'ral Day. 


Widow, Not I, I'll ne'es do't. Lard! what 


22 wou'd People ſay ? 
Rake. They'll ſay, you're a Woman; come 
off with this Black 3 
= 0 Come, come, come, come off, come, come off 
with this Black 3 


See, ſee, here's a Shape, here's an Arm,; here's 
a Leg, here's a Back; 
| Tl get thee with Twins till a Hundred and Ten. 


Widow. You lye; you will talk at another 


rate then, 


Rake. Then try me, Widow. Leave Fooling. 
Rake I'll do't by this Kiſs. : 
By this, this, and this, I'll be bang'd if I miſs, 


Widow. Lard ! ſhould I do this. Rake, 'Twill 
eaſe you of Pain, 
Widow. Go, go, you're a ſad Man, aydo, if 
you can, | 
Ay, do if you can, 'ay, do, do, do, 
III kill thee with Kindneſs, Ill kill thee with 
Kindneſs, 
III kill thee, I'II kill thee, I'II kill thee, I'll 
Do, do, do, do, if you can, ay, do, do, do, do, 
do, do, do if you can. 
Kill thee, I'll kill thee with Kindneſs, I'II kill 
thee, L'U kill thee, III Kill thee with Kind- 
neſs, KE 4 


= [ 80 J 
SONG LXXV. Chloe 34%, Ke. 
| H LO E bluſh'd, and frown'd, and ſwore, 
And puſh'd me rudely from her: 
I call'd her faithleſs, jilting Whore, 
To talk to me of Honour, | 
But when I roſe, and wou'd be gone, 
She cry'd, nay, whither go ye? 
Young Damon, ſtay, now we're alone, 
Do, do, do what you will, 
Do what you will with Chloe : 
Do what you will, what you will, 
What you will with Chloe; 
Do what you will, what you will, 
What you will with Chloe. 


SON G LXXVI. Jockie was, &c, 


Ockie was a dawdy Lad, 
And Femmie ſwarth and tawny: 

hey my Heart no Captive made, 

For that was Prize to Sawnie. 
Fockie woes, and fighs and ſues, 

And Femmie offers Money 

Weel I ſee they both love me, 
But 1 love only Sawnie. 


Fockie high his Voice can raiſe, 
And Femmie tunes the Viol; 
But when Sawn1e pipes ſweet Lays, 
My Heart kenns no Denial. | 
One, he ſings, and t'other's Strings, 
Tho' ſweet, yet only teaze me, 
Sawnie's Flute can only do't, ' 
And pipe a Tune to pleaſe me, 


SONG LXXVII. There was a jovial. 


OME, all ye jolly Bacchanabo, 
| That love to tope good Wine, 
Let us offer up a Hogſhead, 
Unto our Maſter's Shrine. 
Ard a toping we will go, &c. 


f Fey 
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Then let us drink, and never ſhrink, 
For I'll give a Reaſon why z 
is a great Sin to leave 8 Houſe, 
Till we've drank the Cellar dry. 
And a toping, &c. 


1 


J 
ores 


In Times of old I was a Fool, 
I drank the Water clear; 
But Bacchus took me from rhat Rule, 
He thought 'twas too ſevere, 
And A top ing, &c. 


He fill'd a Goblet to the Brim, 
And bade me take a Sup 
But had it been a Gallon Bot 
By Fove I'd toſt it up, 
And A toping, &c. 


And ever ſince that happy Time, 

Good Wine has been my Cheer: 

Now nothing puts me in a Swoon, 
But Water, or Small- Beer. 
And a toping, &c. | 


Then let us tope about, my Boys, 
And never flinch, nor fly 
But fl] our Skins brim. full of Wine, 
And drein the Bortles dry. 
And a toping, &ec. 


SON G LXXVIIT. Ta, when 
Summer, &c. 
W A $ when Summer was rose, 
In Woods and Fields many « Poke, 


When late young flaxen-hair'd Nelly 
Was laid by bonuy black Willie. 


E s 


* 


($673 
He ogl'd her, and teaz'd ber, 
He ſmuggl'd her, and ſqueez'd her, 
Ne grabbl'd her too very near the Belly z 
She cry d, I ne'er will hear ye, 
Oh! Lord, I can't bear ye, 
Ye tickle, tickle ſo, tickle, tickle ſo, Millie 


Soon the Fir tho' was over, 
And Nelly her Breath did recover, 
When Willie bated his Wooing, 
And coolly prepar'd to be going : 
Then Nelly, tho" he teaz d her, 
And 3 her, and ſqueez'd her, 
. ay a little, I vow and ſwear I could 
c 


1 Touch I can bear ye, 
Oh Lord ! Oh Lord! I will hear ye, 
Then tickle me again, tickle me gain, Willie, 


SONG LXXIX. Lovely Charmer, &c: 


Ovely Charmer, deareſt Creature, 
L Kind Invader of my Heart; 


Grac'd with ev'ry Gift of Nature, 

Grac'd with ev'ry Help of Art. 
Oh! cou'd I but make thee love me, 

As thy Charms my Heart have mov'd, 
None cou'd e'er be bleſt above me z 

None cou'd e er be more beloy'd. 


S ON G LXXX. "Twas when, Kc. 


＋ WAS when the Sun began to ſhine, 
A Nymph as Phebus ſelf divine, 
A Nymph as Phobgs ſelf divine | 
Sat ſinging in a Shade: 
Aud while the Moments ſlid along, 
This was the Burthen of her Sopg, 
She would not dic a Maid. 


wes oy <<» bn 


0 
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A Shepherd heard her tuneful Tale, 
And ſtrait appear'd ; the Nymph grew pale, 
When he appear'd, the Nymph grew pale, 
He flew in to her Aid. 
He caught the fair one in his Arms, 
He gaz'd, and ſwore by all her Charms, 
He gaz'd, and ſwore by all her Charms, 
She ſhould not die à Maid, 


She rudely puſh'd the Swain away, 
While with her Eyes ſhe bid him ſtay; 
While with her Eyes ſhe bid him tay, 
Thoſe Eyes her Heart betray d. 
The Shepherd all her Scorii defits, 
He ſees it written in her Eyes, 
He ſees it written in her R 
She will not die a Maid, 


In vain ſhe ſighs and ſobs, and cries, 
And ftrives unwillingly to riſe, 
She ſtrives unwillingly to riſe, 
The Shepherd to —_— 
That was alas ! * tal Plain, 
And he the happy, Swain 
Then ſince — bv, vs dane, 
How cou'd ſhe die a Maid ? 


The Shepherd weary of Delays, 
Upon a Bank his Goddeſs lays, 
Upon a Bank his Goddeſs lays ; 

And theſe her Charms diſplay'd: 
And when ſhe felt Love's pleaſing Dart, 
I'm glad, ſaid ſhe, with all my Heart, 
I'm glad, ſaid ſhe, with all my Heart, 

I ſhall not dic a Maid, 


Thus claſp'd within the fair one's Arms, 
He rifled all her Store of Charms, 
He rifled all her Stote of Chams, 


* 


r 
As ſome have boldly ſaid: 
But this 1 humbly do conceive, 
. And this I hope you will believe 
And this I hope you will believe, 14 
She did not dic a Maid. | 


SONG LXXXI. Can you har 
| ranging? &c, 
AN you leave ranging, 
Ne'er think of changing, 
And conſtant grow ? 
No; reform and marry, No: 
In Love ne'er vary, No: 


Lou'd ſoon grew weary, 
And from me go. 


You'd wiſh to leave me, 
I'd wiſh to leave you; 
You wou'd deccive me, 
T wou'd deceive you, 
Your Fate you know, 
3 I wou'd deceive you, 
| Your Fate you know. 


SONG LXXXII. Young Orpheus, &c. 


OUNG Orpbers ti ckl'd his Harp ſo well, 
He gain'd fair Eurydice out of Hell, 
With a Twinkum, Twankum, Twang. 
Had ſhe been honeſt, as ſhe was fair, 
| *Twou'd been a great Wonder ſhe c'er came 
1 there, | 
With a Twinkum, Twankum, Tang. 
But *tis to be fear'd ſhe prov'd a Scold, 
And therefore the Devil had got her in Hold: 
But for fear ſhe thou'd poiſon all Hell with her 
Tongue, 
The Devil releas'd her for an old Song. 
Which was Tuinkum, Trwankwum, Twinkum, 
+ Twankum, Tuinkum, Twankum, Twang- 


** 
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SONG LXXXIII. Slaves to 
London, &. 


Laves to London, I'll deceive you, 
for the 2 now I leave you 3 

eave Who can drink, and not be mad, 

Wine ſo dear, and yet ſo bad? 


So much Noiſe, and Air ſo ſmoaky, 
That to ſtun, and this to choak ye 3 

Men ſo ſelfiſh, falſe and rude; 
Nymphs ſo young, and yet ſo lewd, 


If we play, we're ſure of loſing; 

If we — our Doom we're chuſing : 
Ar the Play-houſe tedious Sport, 
Cant i'th City, Cringe at Court, 


Dirty Streets and dirtier Bullies, 

Jolting, Coaches, Whores and Cullies; 

Knaves and Coxcombs ev'ry where, 

Who that's wiſe wou'd tarry here ? ke 


Quiet, harmleſs Country Pleaſure 
Shall at home engroſs my Leiſure : 
Farewel, London, I'll repair 

To my Native Country Air 


And leave all thy Plagues behind me; 
But at home my Wife will find me: 
Oh! ye Gods 'tis ten times worſe, 
London is the milder Curſe. 


SONG LXXXIV. To play upon 
a Viol, &c. 1 


N O play upon a Viol, 
 Ifa Virgin will begin, 
She firſt of all muſt know her CF, 
And all the Stops therein. * 


r 


© WF 
Her Prick ſhe muſt hold loo 
Her Back-falls gently = nei 
Her Touch muſt gentle be, not rough, 
She, at cach muſt Shake. 


Her Boly muſt by no means bend, 
* But ſtick cloſe to her Fiddle; 
| Her Feet muſt hold the lower End, 
Her Knees muſt hold the Middle. 


She 1 to the Bot muſt fly, 
As if ſhe'd make it crack, 

Tuo Fingers on the Hair muſt lye, 
And two upon the Back. 


And when ſhe hath, as ſhe wou'd have, 
.. ©" She muſt it gently thruſt 
Dr, down, ſwift, flow, at any Rate, 
As ſhe herſelf doth liſt. 


And when ſhe once begins to find 
That ſhe grows ſomething cunning, 

She'll ne'er be quiet in her Mind, 

Until finds it Running. 


LXXXV. Two Gods of 
great Honour, &c. 


WO _— great Honour, Bacchus and 
A q 
he one m'd in Muſick, the other in Wine, 
In Heaven were raving, diſputing, and braving, 
Whoſe Theme was the nobleſt, and Trade moſt 
divine: 


Your Muſick, ſays Bacchus, would ftun us and rack 
us, | | 
Did Claret not ſoften the Diſcord. — make: 


Songs are not inviting, nor Verſes delighting, 


ill Poets of my great Influence partake, 


UT 
n young, plump, and jolly, free from Melan- 
hol 
ho ever grew far by the Sound of « Beg: 
Rogues doom d to a Gibbet do often contribute, 
To purchaſe a Bottle before they .do ſwing, 
In Love I am noted, by Old and Young courted, 
A Cirl, when inſpir'd by me, is ſoon won 3 
& great are the Motions of one of my Potions, 
e Muſes, tho* Maids, I could whore ev'ry 
one. 
When Mortals are fretted, perplex'd, or indebted, 
To me, as a Father, for Succour they cry; 
In their ſad Condition, I hear their Petition, 
A Bottle revives the oppreſs'd Votary. 
Then be off your Tooting, your Fidling; and + 
luting, | | 
3 your Harp, and bow down to the 
Flask ; 
My Joys they are riper than Songs from a Piper 
hat Malek 1 than ſounding a Cask 5 


$ays — this Fellow, is drunk ſure, or mel 
w 


, 

To prize Muſick leſs than Wine and October: 

Since thoſe, who love Drinking, are void of all 
Thinking, A 

REN ſo much Senſe as to keep themſelves 

ober, 

Thus while they were wrangling, diſputing aud 

javgling, 

Came buxom bright Venus to end the Diſpute 2 

Says ſhe, now to caſe ye, Mars beſt of all pleaz'd 


me, 
When arm'd with a Bottl:, gud charm'd with 
a Flute. 1 
Your Muſick has e barm'd me, your Wine bas 
alarm'd me, 
When I have ſeem'd coy and hard to be wong 
When both have been moving, I could not help 


loving, 


EE 
And Wine has compleated what Muſk bes 
'The Gods, ſtruck with Wonder, declard 575 


They'd stel 
They'd mutally join in ſupplyi 12 
Flame; A, t Lone, 1 
So each, in their Function, mov'd on in Cor 3 
junktion, : Bl 
To melt with ſoft Pleaſure the amorous Dame 101 
: | ; I 
SONG LXXXVI. Blowrzabell. F 
Lowzabella, my bouncing Doxy, Wot 
Come let us trudge it to Kirkham Fair, F 
There's ſtout — enough to fox ye, 1 
And young Cullies to buy thy Ware. He. 
She. * your Matters, ye Sot, without med. | 


n 
How 1 — Sale of my Toys; 
Get by Piping, as I doby Pedling, Hi 
You need ne er want me for Supplies. 


He. God-a-mercy, my Sweeting, I find thov 


think'ſt fitting F. 

To hint by this Twitting, I owe thee a 1 

Cron. 
Se. Tho? for that I've been ſtaying, a greater 

Debts paying, : 


Your Rate of delaying will never compound, 
He, I'll come home when my Pauch is full, 
And ſoundly pay thee all old Arrears, 
He. You'll forget it, your Pate's ſo dull, 
As by drowzy Neglc@ appears. 


He. May the Drone of my Bag never hum, 
If I fail to remember my Blowze. 
She. May my Buttochz be ev'ry one's Drum, 
If T think this Mt pay me a Souſe. 
' He. Squeakham, Squeakham, Bag-pipe will 
| make em, 
Wpbisking, Frisking, Money brings in. 
$he. Smoaking, Toping, Landady groping, 
Whores and Scores, will ſpendit again. 


6 
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7, By the beſt, as I gueſs, in the Town, 

1 — thou ſhalt . ev'ry Coat. 4 

he. By the worſt that a Woman cer found, 

If I have it, twill ſignify noughe, 

He. If good Nature works no better, 
Blowzabella, I'd have you to know, 

Though you faacy my Stock is ſo low, 

I've more Rhino than always I ſhow, - 
ella, For ſome good Reaſons of State that I know. 


He. Since your Cheating I always knew, 


ir, For my Ware I got ſomething too, 
I've more Senſe than to tell to you. 
He. Singly then let's employ our Wit, 
med- yl of my Pipes as my Gain does hit, 
She. And if I a new Chapman ger, 
You'll be caſy too. 
He, Eaſy as any worn-out Shoe. 
h CHORUS. 
1 Free and Frolick we'll comple gratis, 
ta Thus we'll ſhow all the human Race, 


Thit the beſt of the Marriage State is 
er Blowzabella's and Colin's Caſe. 


i oN G LXXXViII. 4 you that 
muſt needs, &c. | 


' A LL you, that muſt needs take a Leap in 
the Dark, 
Pity the Fate of young Larſon and Clark : 
Cheated with Hope, by Mercy amus'd, 
Betray'd by the ſinful Ways we have us'd z 
Cropp'd in our Prime of Strength and Youths 
Who can but weep at ſo ſad a Truth ? 


Once we thought *twou'd never be Night 
But now, alas! "twill never be r= * 
Heav'nly Mercy ſhine on our Souls, 


Death draws near, hark, hark, Sepulehre's tolles 


Ev'ry Sin, that gives Delight 
Will in the Bna* e 


90 ] 
Nature is ſtronger in Youth than A 
Grant us thy Sint, Lord, Grief to ihe 


Courſes of Evil delighted us, 

Sioful Pleaſure, deceitful Bliſs, 

We ne'er ſhould have Cauſe fo much to 
Could we with our Callin gs have been con 
The Snares of Wine and Women fair, 
Firſt were the Cauſe we now deſpair, 


You that now view our fatal End, 
Warn'd by our Caſe, your Carriage mend; Dy 
Soon or late grim Death will come, 

Who'd not 1 1. for a certain Doom ? 

Span long Life with lifeleſs Joys, 
What's in the World but Care and Noiſe ? 


Youth, tho' bleſed by being ſo, 
As vaſt thy Joy, ſo great thy Woe 


0 


. 
3 


No 


By 


n the End thy Soul affright : | 
*Tis not thy Youth, thy Wealth, nor Strength, 
Can add to Life one Moment's Length. 


Cod, that is merciful as juſt, 

Cleanſe our Hearts, fince die we muſt , 
Sweet Temptations of worldly Joy 

Make for our Grief, and our Peace deſtroy: 
Think then, When Man his Race has run, 
Death is the Prize which he has won. 


Sure there are none ſo abſurd and odd, 
To think with the Fool there is no God; 
What is't we fear, when Death we meet, 
Were it not to account at the — 7 
That Providence, we find each Hour, 
Proves him a ſupernat'ral Pow'r: 
In Mercy open thy bright Abode, 
Receive our Souls, tremendous God. 
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0 N G LXXXVIIL. Dei take the 


E take the War, that hurry'd Willy. 
L from me, 
Who to love me juſt had ſworn z 


hey made him Captain ſure to undo me, 
oe's me! he'll ne'er return, 

A thouſand Loons abroad will fight him, 
He from thouſands ne'er will tun; 

Day and Night I did invite him, 
1 ſtay at home from Sword and Gun. 


I us'd alluring Graces, 
With muckle * wg — 
Gohing, then crying, Tears ping fall 
* 43d had he my ſoft / cg a 
Preferr d ht oy Alarms, 
By Love grown mad, without the Man of God, 
ear 5 my Fit 1 had granted all, 


I waſh'd and patch'd, to make me look provok- 


ing, 
*. that they told me wou d catch the Men, 
And on my Head a huge Commode ſat poking, 
Wich made me ſhew as tall again; 
For anew Gown too, I paid muckle Money, 
Which with golden Flow'rs did ſhine 
My Love well might think me gay and bonny, 
o Kotch Laſs was c'er ſo fine. 


My Petticoat I ſpotted, 

Fringe too with Thread I knotted, 
gy" — and Silk-Hoſe, Gartex full over 

ee; . 

But oh ! the fatal Thought, 

To Willy theſe are nought 
Who rode to Towns, and rifled with Dragoons 
Whea he, filly Loon, might have plunder'd me. 


* 
1 
1 
1 
. 
0 
[ 
: 
| 
N 
| 


| Whoſe Father was dead, to enrich her, 


He ſcorn'd to give way to the Twitcher, poor Ciil, 


FTI 
SONG LXXXIX. The Twinks, 


a Damſel, I'm told, a 
Of delicate Mold, i 


Of all her fine Things, 

Lace, Ribbons, and Rings, 
Priz'd nothing ſo much as ber Twitcher, poor Girl 
Priz'd nothing, &c, 


The Y ouths all round, _ Hel 
With Courtſhip profound 
Try'd every Art to bewitch her, Thi 
But ſhe was ſo cha ſte, Th 


She'd not be embrac'd 
By any thing elſe but her Twitcher, poor Gitl, 
By any thing. Gs mn 
Each offer'd his Pelf, 
In Exchange for herſelf, 
If to him the Parſon might ſtiteh her; 
But ftill ſhe reply'd, 
She'd never be ty d, 
To any thing elſe but her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
To, any thing, Oc. 1 8 
But Cupid grown wild , 
To ſechin ſelf foil'd,* 
Ae ſolv'd to find Ways to bewitch her, 
And humble her Pride, 
Whatever betide, 


I. Sf as } 


He ſcorn'd, Sc. 
Brisk Strephon the young, 


Whoſe am'rous Tongue 
Was baited with Words to bewitch her, 

The God did * 

To combat the Fair, i 
And try'd to out- rival her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
And try'd, Sc. 


bitch, 


il, 


tl, 


ill, 


ws | [! 
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Young Kref hon drew nigh ber, 

And fuſh'd with Deſire, 5 
14 Kiffes and Oaths ro bewitch her; 

He prattl'd and toy'd, 

But itill ſhe reply'd, . 
Piſh, lot go the Hold of my Twitcher, poor Girl, 
Piſh, let go» Sec. c HL ; 


But this cunning Spark, 

So well took his Mark, 
He found out the Way to o'er-reach her z 

He gave her a T'rjp, 

Which happen'd to ſlip 
The myſtical Knot of her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
The myſtical Knot, sc. 


And thus having ended 

The- Thing he intended, 
Who knows what he did to bewitch her, 

She cry'd, No no, no; 

Bat yet I can't go: 
Now do what you will with my Twitcher, dear 
' Boy, | . | a 
Now do, &*c. 


SON G XC. The London Medley- 


Tate and Ambition, all Joy to great Ceſar, 
S$awney ſhall ne'er be my Colly my Cow; 
All Hail to the Shades, all Joy to the Bride- 
groom, - 
And call upon Dobbia, with Hi, je, ho: 
Remember, ye Whigs, what was formerly dones 
And Jenny come tye my bonny Cravat 3 
If I live to grow ol , Br I find I grow down, 
For I cannot come every Day to woo. 


Ive in his Throne was a Fumbler Tom Farthing, 
And Jockey and Jenny together did lie; 

Oh! Mother Roger: Boys, fill us a Bumper, 

Yor why will ye die, my poor Celia, ah why! 


T 94 Js. +," 
Hark ! h6w thund'rin Cannons do roar! : dab 
Ladies of London, bot wealthy and fair 
Charon make haſte, and ferry me o'er, 


Chloris, awake, Fourpence Half. Farthin; 

Give me the Laſs that is truc 8 * 

Like John of Gaunt, I walk Covent-Garden, 

I am a Maid, and a very good Maid: 

Twa bonny Lads were Satuneh and Jockey, 

The Delights of the Bottle, and Charms of good 
Wine ; | 

Wading the Water ſo deep, my ſweet An 

Cold — raw, let it ni cb right L. 0: 


Old Obhadiah fings Ave Maria, 

Sing Lulla-by Baby on the Tree Top; 

An old Woman and her Cat ſat by the Fire, Vc 

Now this is my Love dy'e like her ho! 

Old charos thus preach'd to his Pupil Achille, Wil ** 

And under this Stone here lies Gabriel 

Happy was L at the Sight of fair Phillis, 

What ſhould a young Woman do with an dll 0 
Man ? 1 


There's old Father Peters, with his Rowi 
Creatures, \ 

p4-5r ona old Woman ſold Puddings and 
Fies; | 

Cannons with Thunder ſhall fill them with if * 
Wonder, 

I once lov da Laſs that had bright rolling Eyes; 

There's my Maid Mary, ſhe docs mind het BY | 
Dairy, 

I took tomy Heels, and away I did run 

And bids him prepare to be happy To. motros, 

Alas! 1 don't know the right End of a Gun. 


My Life and Death lie both in your Pow r, 

And every Man to his Mind, Sbrerosberry for me 
On the Bank of a Brook, as I ſat fiſhi 
Shall I die a Maid, and user married bet 
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14;bads, let Oliver now be — 

ban isas good as my Lady in the Dark 3 

ackolds are Chriſtians, Boy, all the World over; 
Aud here's a full Bumper to Robin, John Clerk, 


SONG XCI. Thomas, I cannot. 
Ome, come, my Molly, come let us be jolly? 


Since we are here inet together ; 

ly Mother's from Home, and we are alone, 
Come let us be merry together; 

Il give you Rings, and Bracelets fine, 

And other fine Trinkets, if you'll be mine. 

O no; kind bu _ not incline, | 
My Mother ſhe tells me T mwunnot, I munno 

MW Mother ſhe tells me I munnot, = s 


You ſhall have a Gown of the fineſt Silk 
That ever yet was ſeen, 
You ſhall have the Cream of all the Milk 
Of the Cows that go o'er the Green ʒ 
You ſhall have Curds, and Cheeſe-cakes Store, 
And Cuſtards too, all ſugar'd o'er. 
O no, kind Sir, pray ask no more, 
My Mother ſhe tells me I mnnnot, I muunot, 
My Mother ſhe tells me I munnot. 


You ſhall have a Petticoat fine and 
82 * — 1 — the Town, 25 
you ſhall wear it ev'ry Day, 
15 And ſo you ſmall your Gown 4 
| Your Shift ſhall be of Holland fine, 
Jes; a 
her If you in Love with me will join. 
Ono, kind Sir, I dare not be thine. 

My Mother ſhe tells me I munnot, I munnot; 
row, My Mother ſhe tells me I munndt, 
IIfettle you in a -hold 

Of forty Pounds a Year, 


ne; And I have twenty Pound, in Gold, 


\ 
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O no, kind Sir, I know you too well, 
Give you an Inch, and yau'll take an Ell, 
And when you have done, you'll tell, you'll tell 
My Mother ſhe tells me I munnot, I munndt. 
My Mother ſhe tells me I munnot. | 


SONG XCII. Hail Maſon, 
H A I L Maſonry; thou Craft divine! 8 


* 


Glory of Earth, from Heay'n reveal'l; 
Which doth with Jewels precious ſhine, 1 
From all but Maſons Eyes conceal'd, - 
Chor. Thy Praiſes due tubo can rehearſe, « 
In nervous Proſe, or flowing Verſe? 


As Men from Brutes diſtinguiſh'd are, 
A Maſon other Men exccls ; | p. 
For what's in Knowledge choice and rare, 
But in his Breaſt ſecurely dwells. 
Chor. His filent Breaſt and faithful Heart, C. 
Preſerve the Secrets of the Art. 


Frem ſcorching Heat, and piercing Coll, 
From Beaſts whoſe Roar the Foreſt rends: 
From the Aſſaults of Warriours bold, 
The Maſons Art Mankind defends. 
Chor. Be to this Art due Honour paid, 
© From which Mankind receive ſuch Aid. 


Enſigus of State, that feed our Pride, 
Diſtinctions troubleſome and vain ! 
By Maſons true are laid aſide, 
Art's free · born Sons ſuch Toys diſdain, 
Chor, Enobled by the Name they bear, 
Diſtinguiſh'd by the Badge they wear. 


Sweet Fellowſhip, from Envy free, 
Friendly Converſe of Brotherhood 
The Lodge's laſting Cement be, 
Which has for Ages firmly ſtood. 
Chor. 4 Lodge thus built, for Ages paſt, - 
Has laſted, and uill ever 


* {t 
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in our Songs by Juſtice done, 

Fw thoſe who ; a. enrich'd the Art, 

From Jabel down to Burlington, 

And let each Brother bear a Part. 

Chor. Let noble Maſons Healths go round, 

Their Praiſe in lofty Lodge reſound. 


So NG XCIII. Fooliſh Swain, &c. 


Ovliſh Swain thy Sighs forbear, 
Nothing can her Paſſion move: 
Celia, with a careleſs Air, 


Laghs to hear theTales of Love. 


Darts and Flames the Nymph defies, 
Joys which others Hearts beguile z 
Picea ure ſparkles in her Eyes, 
Gay without an am'rous Smile, 


Calia, like the feather'd Choir, 
Ever on the Wing for Flight, 

Hopps from this to that Deſire, 
Flacr'ring ſtill in new Delight. 


Pleas'd ſhe ſeems when you are by, 
And when abſent, ſhe's the ſame 
Talks of Love like you or I, 
But belicves't an empty Name, 


Always caſy, ever kind, 

When you think you have her ſure, 
Such a Temper you will find 

Quick to wound, but flow to cure, 


SONG XCIV. And in each Traf, &c. 


A ND in each Traft of Glory ſince, 

For their loy'd Country, or their Prince, 
Princes that hate, that hate Rome's Tyranny, 
Aud join the Nations Right with their own 


Royalty, 


0 1 

None were more ready, 
None were more ready 

In Diſtreſs to ſave z 
No none were more Loyal, 
No none were more Loyal, 
No none were more Loyal, 

None more brave. 


SONG XCV. Pro the Wi, 


| Laddie. 
S early I walk'd on the firſt of ſweet May, 
Beneath a ſteep Mountain, * 


Beſide a elear Fountain, | 
I heard a grave Lute ſoft Melody play; 
Whilſt Echo reſounded the dolorous Lay. 


I liſten'd, and look'd, and ſpy'd a young Swain 
With Aſpe& diſtreſſed, 
And Spitits oppreſſed, 
Seem clearing afreſh, like the Sky after Rain, 
And thus he diſcover'd how he ſtrove with his 


Pain. 


Tho' Elixa be coy, why ſhould I repine, 
That a Maid much above me 

Vouchſafes not to love me: | 

In her high Sphere of Worth I never could ſhinez 

Then why ſhould I ſeek to debaſe her to mine? 


No; henceforth Eſteem ſhall govern my Deſire, 
And in due Subjedtion, 
Retain warm Affedtion, 
To ſhew that Self. love inflames not my Fire, 
And that no other Swain can more humbly ad- 
mire. 
When Paflion ſhall ceaſe to rage in my Breaſt, 
Then Quiet returning, 
Shall huſh my ſad Mourning, 
And, Lord of myſelf, in abſolute Reſt, 
Fl] — Condition which Heav 'n ſhall think 
beſt, 


— 0 ay 


it 
[ 99 J 
Thus Friendſhip unmix'd, and wholly refin'd, 
May ſtill be reſpected, 
Tho' Love is rejected: 
Fliſa ſhall own, tho“ to Love not inclin'd, 
That ſhe ne'er had a Fricnd like ber Lover 
refign'd. 


May the fortunate Youth, who hereafter ſhall 


With proſp'rous Endeavour, 


And gain her dear Favour, 
Know as well as I, what t' Eliſa is due, 
Be much more deſerving, but never leſs true. 


Whilſt I, diſengag'd from all amorous Cares, 


Pad, 


: sweet Liberty taſting, 
* On calmeſt — fealting, ; 
Enploying my Reaſon to dry u my Tears, 
Lain, In Hopes of Heav'n's Bliſſes I'll ſpend my few 
\ his Years, 


Ye Pow'rs that preſide over virtuous Love, 
Come aid me with Patience, 
To bear my Vexations; 

With equal Deſires my flutt'ring Heart move, 


by With Sentiments pureſt my Notions improve, 
ſire, If Love in his Fetters e'cr catch me again, 


May Courage protect me, 
And Prudence dire&t me: 
Prepar'd for all Fates, rememb'ring the Swain, 
Fl Who grew happily wiſe, after loving in vain, 


, SON G XCVI. 7 Beaus of Pleaſure. 


E Beaus of Pleaſure, 
Whoſe Wit at Leiſure 
nk Can count Love's Treaſure, 
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Free, 
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Its JGy and Smart 
At ul Deliee, ? 
With me retire 
To know what Fire 

Conſumes my Heart. 


Three Moons that haſted, 
Ate hardly waſted, 
Since I was blaſted 

With Beauty's Ray, 
Aurora ſhews ye 
No Face ſo roſie g 
No Fuly's Poſie 

So freſh and gay. 


Her Skin by Nature, 
No Ermine better, 
Tho' that fine Creature 
Is white as Snow: 
With blooming Graces 
Adorn'd her Face is; 
Her flowing Treſſes 
As black as Slow, 


She's tall and flender, 
She's ſoft and tender, 
Some God commend her, 
My wies too low. 
*T'were joy ful Plunder, 
To bring her under: 
She's all a Wonder, 
From Top to Toe. 


Then ceaſe you Sages, 
To quote dull Pages, 
That in all Ages 

Our Minds are free : 
Tho' great your Skill is, 
So ſtrong the Will is, 
My Love for Phillis 

Mult ever be, 


% 


% - 


f 
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SONG XCVII. Te, Valiant 

Jockie. | . 1 | 
B Eauty from Fancy takes its Arms, 


And ev'cy common Face ſome Breaft may | 


move, 
Come in a Look, a Shape, or Air find Charms, 


To juſtify their Choice, or boaſt their Love, 
But had the great Apelles ſeen that Face, 
When he the Cyprian Goddeſs drew, 
He had neglected all the female Race, 
Thrown his firſt Venus by, and copy'd you. 
In that Deſign, 
Great Nature would combine | 
To fix the Standard of her ſacred Coin 
The charming Figure had enhanc'd his Fame, 
And Shrines heen rais'd to Seraphina's Name. 


But ſince no Painter e er could take 
Thai Face which baffles all his curious Art; 
And he that ſtrives the bold Attempt ro make, 
As well might paint the Secrets of the Heart, 
O happy Gla's, I'll thee prefer, 
Content to be like th' inanimate, 
Since only to be gaz'd on thus by her, 
A better Life and Motion would create. 
Her Eyes would inſpire, 
Aud like Prometheus Fire, 
At once inform the Piece, and give Deſire 
The charming Phantom I would graſp, and flie 
Oer all che Ocb, tho' in that Moment die. 


Let meaner Beauties fear the Day, 
Whoſe Charms are fading, and ſubmit to Time; 
The Graces which from them it ſteals away, 
lt with a laviſh Hand till adds to thine, 
The God of Love in Ambuſh lies, 
And with his Arm ſurrounds the fair, 
He points his conqu'ring Arrows in theſe Eyes, 
Then hangs a ſtarved Dart at ev'ry Hair, 
. 
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As with fatal Skill, | 
2 which way you will, F702 
ike Eden's flamipg Sword each wa 
kill ; * * 
So rip'nin 5 Years improve rich Nature's Store, 
And give Perfection to the golden Ore. 


SONG XCVIII. Duke of —. 
| | Ma rob. | 
Sing mighty Markam's Gullet ; 
For when to his Head ] 
He claps a Bottle of Red, 
No Devil like him can pull it : | 
His Fame ſhall never be dead ; 
He topes off Nantz by the Flaggon, 
Till he ſpits out Fire, like a Dragon z 
He was never heard to ſay, 
He'd enough, and away, 


But would ſtay till he'd ſpent ev'ry Rag on, 


Damn'd Niggards, I can't abide em; 
The Canaries, and the Rhine 
Can't furniſh me with Wine; 

Drawer, fetch me a Hogſhead to ſtride on; 
And call me the God of the Vine. 
With Cluſters of Grapes come crown me, 
Let a Deluge of Liquor flow round me; 

For my Living I could chuſe 
In an Element of Booze, 
For an Ocean of it can't drown me. 


Let the Dutch and the Germans thunder, 
Revel Sun from Sun, 
Drink Tun upon Tun, 
I'll make the d- d Dogs knock under; 
Still as freſh as when I begun. 
Bacchus, come drink, and be poxed, 
Your Noſe ſhall ſoon be foxed : 
Sipping Gallons at a Draught, 
Can't ſerve my thirſty Throat, 
For I never tope leſs than a Hogſhead, 


+ 
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SON G XCIX. Of all the Girls, &c. 


F all the Gicls that are ſo ſmart, 
There's none like pretty Sally; 
She is the Darling of my Heart, 
Aud ſhe lives in our Alley: 
There is no Lady in the Land, 
Is half ſo ſweet as Sally: 
She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 
Her Father he makes Cabbage-Nets, 
And thro” the Streets doth cry em 5 
Her Mother ſhe ſells Laces long 
To ſuch as pleaſe to buy em; 
But ſure ſuch Folks could ne'er beget 
So ſueet a Girl as Sally 
She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


When ſh- is by, I leave my Work, 
I love ber 13 ſincerely: 

My Maſter comes, like any Turk, 
And bangs me moſt — o 

But let him bang his Belly full, 
[ll bear it all for Sally : 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in ouc Alley. 


Of all the Days are in the Week, 
I dearly love but one Day, 
And that's the Day that comes betwizt 
The Saturday and Monday; 
For then I'm dreſt all in my beſt, 
To walk abroad with Sally ; 
She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


My Maſter carries me to Church, 
And often am I blamed, 

Becauſe I leave him in the Lurch, 
As ſoon as Text is named; 


F 4 
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I leave the Church in Sermon - time, 
And flink away with Sally; 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


When Chri/imas comes about again, 
Oh then I ſhall have Money; 
III hoard it up, and box it all, 
And give it to my Haney | 
I wou'd it were Ten Thouſand Pounds, 
I'd give it all to Sally; 
She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


My Maſter, and the Neighbours all, 
Make Game of me and Sally; 

And (but for her) I'd better be 
A. Slave and row'a Galley : 

But when my ſeven long Years are out, 
Oh then VII marry Sally; 

Ob! then we'll wed, and then we'll bed, 
But not in our Alley, 


SONG C. Some ſay Women, &c. 
8 Ome ſay Women are like the Seas, 


Some the Waves, and ſome the Rocks: 
Some the Roſe, that ſoon decays 
Some the Weather, and ſome the Cocks: 
But if you'll give me leave to tell, 
There's nothing can be compar'd ſo well, 
As Wine, Wine, Women and Vine; 
They run in a Parallel, they run in a Parallel, 


Women are Witches, when they will, 
So is Wine, ſo is Wine 
They make the Stateſman loſe his Skill, 
The Soldier, Lawyer, and Divine; 
They put a Gig in the graveſt Scull, 
And ſend their Wits to gather Wool: 
*Tis Wine, &c. 


1 
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at is't that makes your Viſage. ſo pale? 
is it makes your Looks Keiner 
What is't that makes your Courage to fail ? 

sit not Women? Is it not Wine? 

Tis Wine will make you fick when you're wells 
'Tis Women that make your Forehead to ſwell : 


| Ii, Vine, &c, 


SONG Cl. Among /: the pure Ones all. 


Mongſt the pure Ones all, 
Which Conſcience do profeſs, 

And yet that ſort of Conſcience 

Doth praftiſe nothing leſs: < 
I mean the Seft of thoſe EleR, 

That loath to live by Merit, 
That lead their Lives with other Mens Wives, 

According unto the Spirit. 


One met with a holy Siſter of ours, 
A Saint who dearly lov'd him, 

And fain he would have kiſs'd her, 
Becauſe the Spirit mov'd him : 

But ſhe deny'd, and he reply'd, 
You're damn'd unleſs you do it ; 

Therefore conſent, do not repent, 
For the Spirit doth move me to it. 


She, not willing to offend, poor Soul, 
Yielded unto his Motion, 

And what theſe Two did intgnd, 
Was out of pure Dexotion. 

Tolie with a Friend and a Brother, 
She thought ſhe ſhould die no Sinner; 


But ere five Months were paſt, 


The Spirit was quick within her. 


But what will the Wicked ſay, 
When they ſhall hear of this Rumour? 
They'll laugh at us ev'ry Day, 
Aud ſcoff us in e : 
3 
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Let em do ſo ſtill, if that they will, if 
We mean not to follow their Faſhion; 1 

They're none of our Sect, nor of the Elect, I 
Nor none of our Congregation, 

Bat when the Time was come, [ 
That ſhe was to be laid, | 


It was no very great Crime, 

Committed by her, they ſaid; 
*Cauſe they did know, and ſhe did ſhew, 

'T was done by a Friend and a Brother, 
But a very great Sin, they ſaid, it had been 

If it had been done by another. 


SONG Cll. YTirkfire Tale. 
O ME hither, good People, both aged 


and young, 
And give your Attention to my Songz 
I'll fiog you a true one, and not hold you long, 
With a down, down, down, ub and down, 
derry, &e. 
A _ there was, and whoſe Name I could 
tell, i 
But ſuppoſe I do not, it will do full as well, 
| Whoſe Wife did all Torkſhire in Beauty excel. 
With a down, &c. 
Her Texture ſo perfect, her Eyes black as Sloe, 
Her Hair curling ſhone, and like Jet it did ſhow, 


Which often denotes tis the ſame thing below. 
With 4 down, &c, N 


A ſprigbtly young Spark ſhe had ſmitten ſo deep, 
Nor Dey bad he Quiet, nor Night could he ſleep; 
Which made him think how to her Bed he ſhould 


creep. 


With a down, &c. | 


Aſſiſtance he wanted, and then did unbend 
His Mind to a Brother, beſure a good Friend; 


Who ſaid, Fear not, Watt, thou ſhalt compaſs 
thy End, 


With a down, &e. 


_” 
Ws... 
In Woman's Apparel dreſs out, and be g 
Il venture my Life on't, will be a (uus W. 
If you condeſcend but to what I ſhall ſay. 
Wah a down, &c. 


And thus to the Parſon's this Couple rode on: 
Dear Doctor, ſays Frank, here's a thing to be 
done, 
Which Ofice perform'd, I ſhall gratefully own. 
With a down, &c. 


This Lady that long has Love's Paffion defy'd, 

And all my Addreſſes ſo often deny'd, 

Will now make me happy, by being my Bride. 
With a down, &. 


Tis paſt the canonical Hour, ſaid he, 

And till the next Morning you know it can't be, 

And then I'll attend you, Sir, moſt readily. 
With a down, &c. 


Says Frank, I confeſs, Sir, you're perfectly righ 
Buy _ lies the Hardſhip we _ je 1 80's ; 
is c 
Get to the nent Town for a Lodging to Night. 
With a dow 1, &c. 


Take no Care of that, Sir, for thus it ſhall be, 

The Lady, if ſhe thinks it fit to agree, 

Shall lie with my deareſt, and you lic with me, 
With a down 7 & c. 5 


Lou ſo much oblige me, in what you now ſay, 

I hope in return I ſhall find out a Way, 

Such generous Kindneſs with Thanks to repay, 
With a down, &c. 


This being agreed on, both Sides did conſent, 

To * the Glaſs round, and the Evening was 
pent 

In Mirth and good Chear, then to Bed they all 


went, 


With 4 down, &c, 


oo 
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No ſooner in Bed then, but with a bold 
Watt, full of Deſire, thus open'd the Cafe ; 
Dear — ſays he, I muſt — then did em- 
race. 8 


With a dows, &c. 


Confounded ſhe lay, and not able to ſpeak, 
To think how — Wags had deceiv'd her and 
Dick; — | 
But at laſt ſhe was pleas'd with the Frolick and 
. 
With a down, &c, 
He pleas'd her ſo well, that tranſported ſhe lay, 


Contriving and plotting for his longer Stay, 
Which thus to her Husband ſhe form'd the next 


Day. 

With a down, &c, ; 
This Lady, my deareſt, laſt Night full of Grief, 
Oft hugg'd me, and told me, I can't for my Life 
Conſent, tho? I've promis'd him to be his Wife. 

With a down, &c. 

To-morrow, ſaid ſhe, and then freely went on, 

Tho? 1 love him, my Heart tells me I muſt be 
one: 

If ſo. the poor Man, you know may be undone. 

With a down, &c. 

Now, how to prevent this, I'll think of a Way, 
If I can perſuade her ſome Time for to ſtay ; 
And that's a good Office, I'm ſure you will ſay, 

With a down, &c. 

*Tis ſo, my dear Creature; pray do what you 
can 

To pleaſe her, and bring her to Humour againz 

And I'll do my beſt to divert the poor Man, 

With a down, &c. 

The _ 5 well taken, made both their Hearts 
oun 

All Night, and all Day too, whenever they found 

Convenience for Paſtime, her Pleaſure he crown'd, 

With a down, &c, — 0 | 


Ki Ri, 
And thus iny Friend Watt his full Swing did 


obtain, 


eign, 
And y Man, ne'er the worſe, had his Mare 
back again. 


and With a down, &Cc» 


SON G CIII. There liv'd long ago 
in a Country Place, 

Aﬀer and Gammer were faſt in their Neſt, 

And all the young Fry of their Cribs were 


Oel, 
Hot, Woitefoot, and Puſs, in the Aſhes were laid, 


[1a was ſcouring her Diſhes and Platter, 

Preparing to make her good Friend the Hog 
faticr; | 

Greas'd up * the Elbow, as much to the Eye, 

Til her embroider'd Cloaths were ready to By 


Reger the Plowman i'ch* Chimney lay ſnonng, 

Till Cupid, ſore vex'd at his Clowniſh Adoring, 

Did ſtraightway convey to the great Logger» 
head 

The whiſp'ring News, that they were all a-bed, 


Up ſtarted Roger, and rubbing his Eyes, 
Straight to his dear Uyſla in Paſſion he hies; 
Then leaning his Elbow on Uyſla's broad Back, 
Complain'd that his Heart was ready to erack. 


Ula, b'ing vex'd at the Weight of her Love, 

Cry'd, Cupid, why doſt thou thus treach*cous 
prove ? 

In an angry Mood then ſhe turn'd her about, 

And 5 iſh-clout lapt over the Face of the 
out, 

Roger b'ing angry at ſuch an Affront, | 
Aud not at all minding of wbat might come 

on't, | 


And a bliaking Rufn. Candle juſt over their Head, 


4 


em · The Wife too in Tranſport a whole Weck did 


* 


e 
He gave her a Kick, with ſuch wond vous Me 
As tumbl'd poor Uyſla quite over the Kettle, 


This Noiſe and Rumbling ſet Gaffer awaking, 

And fearing, leſt Thieves had been ſtealing his 
Bacon, | 

With a Pur down the Stairs, in a trice he came 
ſtumbling, 

Where he found Rager gaping, while Lila lay 

- tumbling. * | 
Pox take you, quoth he, for a Rogue and ; 
4 Whore 5 7 W 
So turn'd the Poor Lovers quite out of the Door, U 
Nor minding the Rain, not the cold windy Wes - 


ther, 
To finifh their Lovesin a Hog-ſtye together, 1 
8s ON G CIV. When frf, ke. 


HEN firſt to Cambridge we do come, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 
From Mamma's dear beloved Home, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c, / 
Firſt, we muſt have a Cap and Gown, 
And next, the prettieſt Girl in Town. 
Tol, lol, deral, &c, 


Then next, a Tutor we muſt have, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 

*Tis ten to one he proves a Knave, 
Tol, lol, deral, Ke. 

Who minds not what we do all Day, 


So we come home at Night to pray. 
Tol, deral, &c. 


Then trait he buys us Ari flotlo, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 
Which we pawn often for a Bottle; 
Tol, lei, deral, &c. 
And Euclid's Elements muſt pack, 
For a better Element, good Sack, 
Tol, deral, &c. 
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Then he writes home unto our Friends, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 
For Money to ſerve his own Ends, 
Tol lol, deral, &c. 
Which he keeps ſafe lock'd up in Trunk, 
Whilſt we abroad are ticking drunk, 
Jol, deral, &. f 


There's Item, for Homer, that blind Poet, 
Tol, (ol, deral, &c, a 
Be ſure your Tutor does not know it: 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. | 
We'll ſoak, and drink, and merry be 
Until we are as blind as he. 


Tol, deral, &. 


Then hang all ſtudying to no End, 
Joh lol, deral, &c. 
Enjoy your Bottle and your Friend, 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. | 
We'll drink and ſmoak, and take our Fill: 
We may be Parſons if we will, 
Jol, lol, deral, &c. 


SON G CV. Pretty Miſtreſs. 


Know I'm no Poet, my Gong it will ſhew it, 
] My Sorrow it flows like a Spring; 
Altho' you may ſhame me, the World cannot 
blame me, - | 
Vi hy I thus dolefull beg. 5 
My Loſs it is great, and ſuch a Defeat, 
No Mortal had ever before 
She had ev'ry Feature, a ſweet pretty Creature; 
And what Man can ſay any more, 
And what Man, Sec. 


Her Lips they were true, of a Coventry blue, 

Her Hair of a fine Bow Dye; 

Her Stature was low, but her Noſe was not ſay | 
It was a moſt delicate high: ; 
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Her upper Lip thin, which fairly turn'd in, 


Her Teeth were as black as a Coal 1 
Her under ſtood out, to receive from her Snout, If y« 
The Droppings that fell from each Hole, + 
The Droppings, Sec. . 80 b 
No Needle or Pin, were more ſharp than her 8 
Chin, Wit 
Which her Noſe did moſt lovingly meet, 
Like Siſter and Brother, they kiſled each other; \ 
It was a great Pleaſure to ſee't, 
No Globe could be found fo perfefly round, Bu 


As her Back was to all that did mind her; | 
To give her her due, her Head turn'd like 3 
Screw, 
To ſtudy the Globe behind her. 
To ſtudy, Ec. 


Tho' ſome Teeth ſhe wanted, the reſt were well 
planted, 
Cauſe Nature ſhould ſhow no Negletłt; 
What in one ſhe deny'd, ſhe in t'other ſupply'd, 
Becauſe there ſhould be no DefeR. 
It's common, you know, Teeth ſtand in a Row, 
The beſt, and the neweſt way, 
Yet without doubt, her's ſtood in and out, 
As if they'd been dancing the Hay. 
As if they'd, Sc. 


Her _ very ſtrong, one Leg ſhort, t'other 
on 
To «.. up her perfe& Shape; 
Her — were like Lent, when tis almoſt 
ent, R | 
She had a delicate Face like an Ape; 
Her Skin might be taken for a Gammon of Bacon, 
Her Breaſts like a Trencher, ſo flat; 
She — fine Mouth, which ſtood North and 
outh ; 
Oh! ſhe'd delicate Eyes like a Cat; 
Oh! ſhe, Orc. 
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Now L think it meet to talk of her Feet, 

Il tell you how fine they were made; 
If you'll believe me, I will not deceive ye, 

They were the true Shape of a Spade: 
80 broad, and ſo flat, that when ſhe did pat, 

80 good a Guard ſhe did * i 
With her Legs high and low, that when ſhe did 


184 ſwear ſhe'd been playing Boh peep, 
You'd ſwear, Sc. 


But this long Narration breeds ſuch Moleſtationg 
Within my uvfortunate Breaſt, 

I'll now give it o'er, and fo ſay no more, 
But leave you to gueſs at the reſt. | 

Search the World round, no ſuch can be found, 
So well ſhe pleaſed my Fancy; | 

I ſhall pine all my Life, for the Lofs of my Wife, 

Aud there is an end of poor Nancy, 

And there is an end of poor Nancy. 


SON G CVI. The Painter and 
tbe Devil. 


Ood Friends and Neighbours all draw nears 
Some Solace Ill impart 3 

Be mindful of the Words you heary 
They'll eaſe your drooping Heart, 

Fa, la, &c. 


All you whoſe Wives are grown ſo free, 
t To give you jealous Pain; | 
| Here's what will cauſe your Jealouſy 


Ne'er to return again. 


| Ja, la, &c. 


A Painter once took great Delight 
la Painting of the Devil; 

And he would always paint him white; 
Which old Nick took moſt civil. 

Fa, la, &c. 
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One Night the Painter being in Bed, 

Alleep, and in a Dream, 2 
His Damſel on his left Side laid, 

The Devil to him came, 

Fa, la, &c, 

Painter, ſays Belxebub, I'm come, 

Thy Kindneſs to requite 3 


Ask what thou wilt, it ſhall be done, a 

For painting me ſo white. A 
Fa, la, &c, 

So pleaſe your Devilſhip, quoth be, SE 

Keep Spouſe from playing Pranks, T 


And tha: I mayn't a Cuckold be, 


PI! always give you thanks, 
Fa, la, &c. 
No ſooner ask d, but granted wasz 
The Painter had a Ring, 
Which whilſt you wear, the Fiend replies, 
Ne'er fear a Cuckolding, 
Fa, la, &c. 
Like Light'ning away he flew 
The — 3 ſoon, 4 
Found that he had his Finger got 
Within his Wife's Half- moon. 
Fa, la, &c, 
So thus let me adviſe in Brief, 
Each Man wear ſuch a Ring, 
My Life for yours, you'll all be ſafe, 
And ſo God ſave the King. 
Fa, la, &c. 
SON G CVII. Fovial Beggar. 
4 Þ Here was a jovial Beggar, 
He had a wooden Leg; 
Lame from his Cradle, 
And forced for to beg: 
And a begging we will go, 
Will A g. 
And a begging we will go. 


1 


Bag for his Oatmeal, 
a for his Salt 3 
And a Pair of Crutches, 
To ſhew that he can halt. 


Aud a begging, &. 
A Bag for his Wheat, 
Another tor his Rye; 


A little Bottle oy his Side, 
To drink when he's a- dry. 


And 4 beggi g; Rc, 
To Pimblico we'll go, 
Where we ſhall merry be; 
With cv'ry Man a Can in's Hand, 
And a Weuch upon bis Knee, 
Aud a beg gg & c. 
Aud when we are diſpoſed 
To tumble oa the Graſs, 
We have a long patch'd Coat; 
To hide a pretty Laſs, 
4d a , Kee 


Full ſeven Years I begged, 
tc my old Maſter Hild; 
He iaugnt me how to beg, 
When L was but a Child, 
And a begging, &c. ſe 
I begg'd for my Maſter, 
Aud got him Store of Pelf , 
But Jove now be praiſed, 
I can beg for myſelf. 


And a begging, Ge, 


In a hollow Tree 
| live, and pay no Rent; 
Providence provides for me, 
And I am well content. 


Ani a begging, &c. 


E 
Of all Oc cupations 4 
A Beggar lives the beſt; 
For when he's a weary, 
He'll lay him down to teſt. 
And a begging, &c. 


I fear no Plots againſt me, 
I live in open Cell: 


Then who would be a King, 
When Beggars live ſo well? 
And a begging, &c. 2 A 
SONG Cn. Lillibulers. : 


O UC that love Mirth, attend to my Song, 

LA Moment you never can better employ z 
Sawny and Teagu? were trudging along, 

A. Bonny Scots Lad, and an Tri Dear-Joy : 
They never before had ſeen a Wind-mill, 
Nor had they heard ever of any ſuch Name 

As they were a walking, 

And merrily talking: 


At laſt, by meet Chance, to a Wind - mill they 
came. 1 


Ha, ha! ſays Sawny, what do ye ea“ that? 
To tell the right Name o't Lam at a Loſs, 
Teague very teadily anſwer'd the Scot, 
Indeed I believe it'ſn Shaint Patrick's Croſs, 
Says — you *ll find your ſell mickle miſ. 
taken, | 
For it is Saint Andrew's Croſs, I can ſwear z 
For there is his Bonnet, 
And Tartans hang on it, 


The Plad, and the Trews our Apoſtle did wear, 


Nay, 'o my Shoul, Joy, thou telleſht all Lees, 
For that, I will ſwear, is Shaint Patrick's Coat, 

I ſhce't him in Ireland buying the Freeze, 
And that, I am ſhure, iſh the ſame that he 

bought; 
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And he is a Shaint much better than ever 

Made either the Covenantiſh ſnolemn, or 
For 0 my Shalwaſhion, 
He was my Relaſhion, 

Aud had a great Kindneſh for honeſht poor 


Teague. 


Wherefore, ſays Teague, I will, by my Shoul, 
Lay _ my Napſhackle, take out my 
Bea 3 
And under this holy Croſs ſet I will fall, 
And ſhay PaternoſFter, and ſome of my Creeds, 
80 Teague began with humble Devotion, 
To kneel before Shaint Patyick's Croſs; 
The Wind fell a blowing, 
And ſet it a going, 
And it gave our Dear-Joy a terrible Toſs, 


Kum tehee d, to ſee how poor Teague 
Lay ſcratching his Ears, and roll'd on the 
Els, 0 1 D 4 
Swearing, it was ſurely the De'el's Whirlygi 
And none (he roar'd out) of St. Patrick red 
But 1h it indeed, eries he ina Pa ſſion, 
The Croſs of our Shaint that has croſh me fg 
ſore ? 
Upon my Shalwaſhion, 
This ſhall be a Cawſhion, | 
To truſt to Shaint Patrick's Kindneſh no more; 


gauiy to Teague then merrily cry'd, 
This Patron of yours is a very bad Loon, 
To hit you fic a fair Thump on the Hide, 
For kneeling before him, and begging a Boon; 
Let me adviſe you to ſerve our St. Andrews 
He, by my Saul, was a ſpecial gude Man: 
For ſince — St. Patrick = 
Has ſerv'd ye fic a Trick, 


Id ſee him hang'd up e'er 1'd ſerve him again 


a 
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SONG CIX. Ladies of London, 
o U that delight in a j>cular Song, 


Come liſten unto me a while, Sir, 
I will engage you ſhall not tarry long, 
Before it will make you to ſmile, bir, 
Near to the Town there liv'd an old Man, 


Had three pretty Maids to his Daugh h 
Of whom I will tell ſuch a Stor —.— _ - 
Will tickle your Fancy with Laughter, An 


The old Man he had in his Garden a Pond, 
"Twas in very fine Summer-weather, 

The Daughters one Night they were all very fond 

To go and bathe in it together: 

Which they all agreed, but happen'd to be 
Eſpy'd by a Youth in the Houſe, Sir, 


Who got in the Garden, and climb'd up a Tree, T 
So there lay as ſtill as a Mouſe, Sir. 

The Branch where he ſat, it hung over the Pond, F 
And each Puff of Wind he did totter ; 


Pleas'd with the Thoughts he ſhould fit fo ab- 
R 
And ſee them go into the Water; 
When the old Man was ſafe in his Bed, 
The Daughters to the Pond went, Sir, 
One to the other two, laughing ſhe ſaid, 
As high as our Bubbics we'll venture, 


* the tender green Graſs they ſat down, 
hey all were of delicate Feature 
Each pull'd off her Petticoat, Smock and Gown, 
No Sight could ever be ſweeter: 
Into the Pond then they dabbling went, 
So clean that they needed no waſhing z 
But they were ſo oluckily bent, 
Like Boys they began to be daſhing. 
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f any ſhould chance to fee us, _ one, 
They'd think we are bobbing of Evils, 

ad from the Sight of us quickly would run, 

To avoid ſo many white Devils; 

his put the Youth into ſuch a merry Pin, 

He let go his hold thro' Laughter, 

And as it fell out, he fell tumbling in, 
And ſcar'd them all out of the Water, 


t5y The old Man by this time a Noiſe had heard, 
And roſe out of Bed in a Fright, Sir, 
Ard comes to the Door with a ruſty old Sword; 

| There ſtood in a Poſture to fight, Sir; 
l The Daughters they all came tumbling in, * 

And over their Dad they did blunder, 
Who cry'd out aloud, Mercy good Gentlemen, 

And thought they were Thieves come to 

plunder, 


The Noiſe by this Time the Neighbourhood 
hears, 
Who came with long Clubs to aſſiſt him; 
He ſaid, three bloody Rogues run up Stairs, 
He dar d by no Means to reſiſt ein; 
For they were cloathed all in their Buff, 
He ſee as they ſhov'd in their Shoulders, 
And black Bandileers hung before like a Ruff, 
Which made him believe they were Soldiers, 


The Virgins their Cloaths in the Garden had left, 
And Keys of their Trunks in their Pocket, == 
To put on the Sheets they were fain to make ſhift, ? 
Their Cheſt they could not unlock it; 
At laſt ventur'd up theſe valiant Men, 
Though arm'd with Courage undaunted, 
| But took them for Spirits and run back again, 
And ſwore that the Houſe it was haunted. 


As they retreated, the young Man they met, 
Come ſhivering in at the Door, Sirz : 
Who look'd like a Rat, his Cloaths dropping 

| wet, 


No Rogue that was pump'd could look worſer. 


ir, 
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All were amaz'd to ſee him come in, 
And ask'd of him what was the matter? 


He told them the Story where he had been, 
Which made them burſt into a Laughter, 


Quoth the old Dad 1 was in a huff, 
And reckon'd to cut them aſunder, 


_ that they had been three Soldiers in It 
—_—.. 
That came here to rifle and plunder T 
But they are my Daughters whom 1 ador'd, 
All trighted from private Diverſion, E 
Therefore I'll put up my ruſty old Sword, 
For why ſhould I be in a Paſſion ? , 


SONG CX. Tl never love thee mort; 


J HE four and twentieth Day of May, 
| Of all Times in the Year, 


A Virgin Lady bright and gay, 
Did — & appear. : 

Cloſe by a River-ſide, which ſhe 
Did ſingle out the rather, 

*Cauſe ſhe was ſure, ſhe was ſecure, 


And had Intent to bathe her. 


With glittering Glance, her jealous E 
Did {lily lock about, _ * 

To ſee if any lurking Spies, 
Were hid to find her out; 

And being well re ſolv'd that none 
Could view her Nakednefs 

She puts her Robes off, one by one, 
And doth herſelf undreſs. 


A purple Mantle (fring'd with Gold) 
er Ivory Hands unpin, 
It would bave made a Coward bold, 
Or tempted Saint to ſin; 


cen, 
ter, 


turns at to look ny 
1 hope, 195 ſne, I'm ke, 
Aud then her Roſy Petticoat 
She preſently put off, 


The Snow-white Smock which the had on, 
Treaſparently fo deck'd her, 
It look d like Cambrick Lawn upon 
An Alabaſter NY as 
ro' which your Eye might fain 
175 Belly = — Back: rr 
Her Limbs were ſtrait, and all was white 
But that which ſhould be black. 


The Part which ſhe aſham'd to ſee 
Without a baſhful Bluſh, 

Appear'd like curious Tiffany 
Diſplay'd upon a Buſh : 

But that Poſterior extream Limb 
She cannot look upon, 

Didlike a twiſted Cherry ſeem 
Before the white was gone, 


As when a Maſquing Scene is drawn, 
And new Lights do appear. | 
When ſhe put off her Smock of Lawn, 
Juſt ſuch a = was there : 

The bright Reflection of her Eyes 
In every Limb was ſtrow'd, 

As when the radiant Sun doth riſe, 
And gild each neighb'ring Cloud. 


lato a fluent Stream ſhe leapt, 
Which look'd like liquid Glaſs, 
The Fiſhes from all Quarters crept, 
To ſee what Angel twas; 
She did ſo like a Viſion look, 
Or Fancy ta a Dream, 
"Twas thought the Sun the Sley forſook; 
And dropt into the Stream. 


G 
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Each Fiſh did wiſh himſelf a Man, 
Abour her all were drawn, | 
And at the Sight of her began 
To ſpread — their Spawn: 
She turn'd to ſwim upon her Back, 
And ſo diſplay'd her Banner, 
If Fove had then in Heaven been 
e would have dropt upon her. 


Thus was the River's Diamond Head 
With Pearl and Saphire crown'd : 

Her Legs did ſhove, her Arms did move, 
Hec Body did rebound z 

She that did quaff he 0s of Joy, 
(Fair, Venus Queen of Love) 

With Mays did never in more ways 
Of melting Motion move, 


A Lad that long her Love had been, 
And could obtain no Grace, 

For all her prying lay unſeen, 
„Hid in a ſecret Place: 

Who having been repuls'd when he 

Did often come to wooe her, 

Pull'd off his Cloaths, and furiouſly 
Did run and leap in to her. 


She ſhrieks, ſhe ſtrives, and down ſhe dives, 
He brings her up again, 

He got her o'er upon the Shore, 
And then, and then, and then! 

As Adam did old Eve enjoy, 
You may gueſs what I mean g 

| Becauſe ſhe al uncover'd lay, 

He cover'd her again. » 


With watry Eyes ſhe pants and cries 
I'm utterly undone, 

If you'll not wedded be to me, 
Lee the next Morning Sun: 


— — — 
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He anſwer d her, I'll never ſtir 
Out of thy Sight 'till then 

We'll both clap Hands, in Wedlock Bands, 
Marry, and to't agen. 


$0 N O CXI. Sally is our 
Alley. 
HO let ws moſt pure, 


I now am alter'd quite-a; 
A Cloyſter I'll no more endure, 
Nor ſay my Pray'rs i'th' Night-a: 
In warmer Work the Hours I'll ſpend, 
Nor to a Prieſt give Ear- a; 
Tho' to Religion ſome pretend 
A young Gallant is dearer, 


My Cloaths were once of Linnen clean, 
But now they're Silk moſt gay-a, 

For ſince the courtly Dames Fee ſeen, 
['ll be as fine as they- a. 

Old Father Girards P11 deſpiſe, 
Nor to their Rules ineline-a; 

[4] love but thoſe, who ſay, my Eyes 
The riſing Sun out- ſhine- a. 

To Church, alas! I'll never go, 
Nor at Confeſſion kneel-a, 

But at the Play U'll hear ſome Beau 
His tender Paflion tell-a, 

Since Maids ſuch Pleaſures here partake, 

Who would he then confin'd-a ? 

I do not doubt but Time will make 

Each Veſtal of my Mind-a. 


SON G CXII. Believe my Sighs, 


my Tears, my Dear. 


Damn, Ehold the Bird, in Love combin'd, 
In friendly Couplets move 
O would you try, you ſoon would find, 
Like theirs, my conſtant Love. 
G2 


@{ m4 J- 
Celia. Such moving Words I muſt not Bett 
| So fatal to a Maid . 
.* - Should 1 believe, too much I fear 
My Love would be betray'd, 
Damon. O ſmile, my Dear! nor thus diſdain, 
The Heart which is your Prize, 
Then kindly look, and eaſe my Pain, 
Or wretched Damon dies. | 


Celia. If Damon I your Heart have won, 
And cauſe you ſo to grieve; 
I, in Exchange, have loſt my own, 
Which I can ne'er retrieve. 


Damon. Then ſince our mutual Love we've ſhewn, 
No, more, my Dear, torment. 

Celia. Altho' I'm willing, I muſt own, 
I dare not yet conſent. 


Pamon. To yonder Shade we'll ſtrait repair, 
And be for ever bleſt. 

Celia. "Your Tongue's ſo ſweet, I muſt declare 
I can no more reſiſt. 


s ON G CXIIL Phillis, as ber 
Wine ſhe fipp'd in. | 
0 Nvia, on her Arm reclining, 
In a ſhady Grove's Retreat, 
* * looſe Attire, deſigning, fa, Ia, la, &6 
o avoid the ſultry Heat. | | 
Tho' unveil'd, ſhe thought no Standen. 
by could view the lonely Fair 8 
W mn young Zephyrs came and fann'd ber, fa, 
—_— a, Sec. . * ' 


| Beauteous Face with fragrant Ar. 


There the blooming Nymph lay panting, 
Sighing for her An e 


There extended ſhe lay wanting, fa, la, Se. 
Him to eaſe her love-fick Pain, 


*&. 4 


the happy Youth, who won li 
7 the kind Re treat drew near, 
ar And in Tranſport gaz d upon her, fa, la, . 
| Charms repos'd in Slumber theres 


| Love perſuaded, twas no Sin to 
1 2 his Flames without Debate, 


Pain, 80 he boldly enter d into, fa, la, la, Se. 
| Tales of Love with Sylvia ſtrait. 


þ 


"4 


* SONG CXIV. 1 Commons, &c. 
m,. Hoe'er to a Wife J 
| Is link'd for his Life, 
I; plac'd in moſt wretched Condition : 
ſhem, Tho' plagu'd with ber Tricks, 


Like a Buſter ſhe ticks, | 
| And Death is his only * 
And Death, Re. 


To trifl: and toy 
May give a Mau Joy, 
When ſu .uon'd by Love or by Beauty: 
But where is the Bliſs in 
Our conjugal Kiffing, 
When Pattion 1s prompted by Duty? 
H be, Fa llion, & c. 


The Cur who's poſlelt 
Of Mutton the beſt, 
A Bone he could leave at his Pleaſure; 
But if to his Tail 
"Tis A4. without Fail, 
— $ harraſo'd and plagu'd beyond Meaſure, 
Hei barraſs'd, &. 


HAT Man who for Life 
Is bleſs'd in a Wife, 
bs fuxe in a happy 9 3 
3 


S0 NG cxv. 2 Commons, & . 
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Go things how they will, 
She ſticks by him till, 
She's Comforter, Friend, and Phyſician, 
She's, &c. | 


Pray where isthe Joy, 
To irifle and toy, 
Yet dread ſome Diſaſter from Beauty 2 
But ſweet is the Bliſs 
Of a conjugal Kiſs, 
Where Love mingles Pleaſure with Duty, 
Where, KCc- *: 


One extravagant Whore 
Shall coſt a Man more, 
Than twenty good Wives that ate ſaving z 
For Wives they will ſpare, 
That their Children may ſhare, 
But Whores are eternally craving. 


But, Ke, 
SONG CXVI. Bobbirg Joan. 


Aids like Courtie:s muſt be wood, 
Moſt by Flatt'ry arg ſubdu'd ; 
Some capricious, coy, or nice, 
Out of Pride protratt the Vice; 
But they fall, 
One and all, 
When we bid up to their Price. 


SONG CXVII. Thomas, 7 cannt, 


Fig for the dainty civil Spouſe 
Who's bred at the Court, or France; 
et 


reats his Wife with Smiles and Bows, /* 
And minds not the good main Chances 

Be Grepory 

The Man for me, 


701. 


. 
Tho! giv'n to many a Maggot, 
ks would work 
Like any Turk, | 
None like him e'er handled a Faggat, a Faggot, 
None like him e'er handled a Faggot, - 


SONG CXVIII. o he Broom, &c. 


O W blythe was I each Morn to ſee 
My Swain come o'er the Hill; 
He l:ap'd the Brook, and flew to me, 
I'e met him with Goodwill. 


I neither wanted Yew nor Lamb, 
When his Flocks near me lay, 

He gather'd in'my Sheep at Night, 
Aud chear'd me all the Day. 

He tun'd his Pipe, and play'd fo ſweet, 
Tbe Birds ſat liſt'ning by, 

And the dull Cattle ſtood and gaz'd, 
Charm'd with his Melody. 


He did oblige me ev'ry Hour, 
Cou'd I but grateful be? 

He won my Heart, cou'd 1 refuſe 
Whate'er he ask'd of me 


Hard Fate! that I muſt bani ſn'd be, 


(50 heavily and mourn, 
Cauſe Loblig'd the kindeſt Swain, 
That ever yet was born. . 


SONG CXIX. Tho! you make no 
Return to my Paſſion. 
H O' you make no Return to my Paſſion, 
Still, ſtill I preſume to adore 
Tis in Love but an odd Reputation, 
When faintly repuls'd to give o'er: 
When you talk of your Duty, 
I gaze on your ney, 
4 


if 428 J 
Nor mind the dilbM rim at all * 6 
Let it reign in Cheapſide '/ + 
With a Citizen's Bride 
It will n&'erbeectiv'd at Whitehall. 
What Apochryphal Tales are you told, 
By one that ä — 9 — — 
That, becauſe of to have and to bold, 
You ſtill muſt be.pinn'd to his Sleeve? 
*T were apparent bigh Treaſon 
Gainſt Love and good Reaſon, 
Shou'd one ſuch a Treaſure engroſs: 
He who knows not the Joys 
That attend ſuch a Choice, 
Shou'd reſigu to another who does, 


SONG cxx. 1 Commons, ke. 


N Beauty or Wit 
No Mortal as yet 
To queſtion the Empire has dar'd g 
Bur Men of Diſceroin | 
Have thought that, in Learning, 
To yield to a Lady was hard. 


Impertivent Schools, 

With muſty dull Rules, 
Have Reading to Ladies deny d 3 

So Papiſts refuſe, 

The Bible to uſe, 
Leſt Flocks ſhould be wiſe as their Guides 


'Twas a Woman at firſt, 
(Indeed ſhe was curſt) | 
In Knowledge that taſted Delight, 
And Sages agree, 
The Law ſhould decree 
To the firſt Poſſe ſſors the Right, 


'Then bravely, fair Dame, 
Renew the Old Claim, 


% 
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That to the whole Sex does belong, RAe of 


And let Man receive, 


F ſecond bright Eve, 
The — of Right and of Wrong. 


But as the firſt Eve 


Hard Doom did receives, 


When only one Apple had the, 


What a Puniſhment now # 
Jou; 


Muſt be found out for 


Who have taſted, and robb'd the whole Tree. 


SON G Cxxi. 
\ . Beggar, 


Am a jolly Huntſman, 


J am a jovial 
&c. | | 


My Voice is ſhrill and clear, 
Well known to drive the Stag, 


And the drooping Dogs to chear. 
And a hunting wwe will go, will ge, will Lo, 


And a hunting we will go. 


I leave my Bed betimes, 


Before the Morning grey, 


Let looſe my Dogs, and mount a Horſe, 
And halloo, Come away, 


And a hunting, &c, 


The Game's no ſooner rous*d, 


But in ruſh the chearful C 


Thro' Buſh and Brake, o'er 
The frighted Beaſt does 
And a bunt ing, &c. 


In vain he flies to Covert, 


ry, 
Hedge and Stake, 
fly. 


8 num' rous Pack purſue, | 
t never ceaſe to trace his Steps, 
Len tho! they've loſt the View. 


id a bunting, e. 
| Gs 


{ 180 J 
To Sentwell, bark! hecalls, 
And faithful Finder joins 3 
Whip in the Dogs, = —— 
And give yaur Horſe the Reins. 
And a — &c. 
Hark! forward how they go, 
The View they'd loſt they gain; 
Tantivy, bigh and low, 


Their Legs and Throats they ſtrain, 
And aA hunting. &c, 


Now ſweetly in full Cry, 
Their various Notes they join 
Gods ! what a Concett's here, my Lads! 
"Tis more than half divige- 


And a hunting, &c. 


The Woods, Rocks, and Mogatains, 
Delighted with the Sound, 

To neighb'ring Dales and Fountains, 
Repeating, deal it round. 

And a hunting, &e. 


A glorious Chaſe it is, 
e drove him many a Mile, 
O'er Hedge and Ditch, we go thro Stitch, 
And hit off many a Foil. 
And a hunting, &c. 


And yet he runs it e 
How wide, how ſwift : ſtrains! 
With what a Skip he took that Leap, 


And ſcow*rs it o'er the Plains! 
And a bunting, &c. 


See, how our Horſes foam, A 
The Dogs begin to droop z ' 
The winding Horn, on Shoulder born, 
Tis time to chear em up. 


And a hunting, &c. (Sound Tantiry. 
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Hark! Leader, Counteſs, Bouncer, 
Chear up, my merry Dogs all; 

To Tatler, hark! he holds it ſmart, 
And anſwers ev'ry Call. 

And a hunting, &c. 


Co, Co, there, Drunkard, Snowball, 
'Gadzooks! whip Bomex in; 

We'll die i'ch' Place, ere quit the Chaſe, 
Till we've made the Game our own. 


And a hunting, &c, 


Up yonder Steep I'll follow, 
Beer with craggy Stones; 
My Lord cries, Fack, you Dog, come back, 
elſe you'll break your Bones, 
Ard a hunting, &c. 


Huzzah! he's almoſt down, 
He begins to {lack his Courſe, 

He pants for Breath; Ill in at's Death, 
Tho' I ſhould kill my Horſe, 

And a hunting, &c. 


See, now he takes the Moors, 
Aud ſtrains to reach the Stream; 
He leaps the Flood, to cool his Blood, 
And quench his thirſty Flame. 
And a hunting, &c. 


He ſcarce has touch'd the Bank, 
The Cry bounce finely in, 

And ſwiftly ſwim a- eroſs the Stream, 
And raiſe a glorious Din, 


And a hunting; &c. 


His Legs begin to fail, 
His Wind and Speed are gone, 

He ſtands at Bay, and gives em Play, 
Hecan no longes run, 


And a hunting, &c, 


ii 
Old Hector long bebinld. 
Zy Uſe and Nature bold, _ 
In ruſhes firſt, and ſeizes faſt, 
But ſoon is flung from's Hold, 
And a hunting, &c. 


He traverſes his Ground, 
Advances and retreats, | 

Gives many Hound a mortal Wound, 
And long their Force defeats, 

And a hunting, &e. 


He bounds, and ſprings, and ſnorts, 
He ſhakes his branched Head: 
Tis ſafeſt, fartheſt off, I ſee 
Poor Talboy is lain dead. 
And a hunting, &c. 


Vain are Heels and Antlers, 
n With ſuch a Pack — round, 3 
ite of his Heart, ſeize ev? 
And all him fearleſs — 
And a nting, &c. 


Ha! dead, we're dead, whip off, 
And take a ſpecial Cate; 

Diſmount with d, and cut his Throat; 
Leſt they his Haunches tear, 

And a bunting, &c. 

The Sport is ended now, 
We're laden with the Spoil 

As home we paſs, we talk o'th' Chaſe, 
O'ec-paid, for all our Toil · 

And a hunting, &c. 


S O N G CXXIL s pretty 
Birds, &c. | 
OU, Birds that fit and 
Anka the ſhady Vall 85 
And ſee how ſweetly Phillis w 
Within her guarded Alleys: 


wn > 


k 3 1 
Go, pretty Birds, unto her Bow'r 

ng, pretty Birds, ſhe _ not low'ry, a 
T Fear my faireſt Phillis frown, 

Tou pretty Wantons warble. 


Go, tell her thro? your chirping Bills, 
As you by me are bidden, 

To her is only known my Love, 
Which from the World is hidden: 

Go, pretty Birds, and tell her ſo, 

See that your Notes fall not too low; 
For fear my faire Phillis frotun, 
Tou pretty Wantons, warble. 


Co tune your Voices Harmony, 
And ſing 1 am her Lover 
Strain low and high, that ev'ry Note 
With ſweet Conſent may move her: 
Tell her, it is her Love true, 
That ſendeth Love by you and you, 
Ab me ! methinks I ſee her frown, 
Tou pretty Wantons, warble. 


Fly, pretty Birds, and in your Bills 
Bear me a loving Letter 

Unto my faireſt Phillis, and 
With your ſweet Muſick greet her: 

Go, pretty Birds, unto her hie, 

Haſte pretty Birds, unto her fly. 
Ab me! metbinks I ſee ber frowns 
Tou pretty Wantons, warble. 


And if you find her fadly ſet, 
About her ſweetly chant it, 

Until ſhe ſmiling raiſe her Head, 
Ne'er ceaſe until ſhe grant it: 

Go, pretty Birds, and tell her I, 

As you have done, will to her fly. 
So: ! methinks F ſee ber 
Ton pretty Wantons, warble, : 


A 


- SONG CXXIV. Highland Laddi, 


[ 14 J 
SON G-CXXUIL. I Love's a feet te, 


AI R Iris I love, and Ihowly die, 


But not for a Lip, nor a languiſhing Eye; 
She's fickle and falſe, and there we agree, 
For I am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe; 


We neither believe what either can ſay, Wh 
And neither believing we neither betray, > 
*Tis civil to hear, and ſay Things of Courſe, Th 
We mean not the taking for better for worſe z | 
When preſent we love, when abſent agree, T 


IT think not of Iris, nor Iris of me 
'The Legend of Love no Couple can find, 
So caſy to part, or ſo equally join'd, 


T HE Lawland Maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're ſour, and unco ſaucy, 
Sac proud, they never can be kind, 
Like my good-humour'd Highland Laſſie. 
O my bonny, bonny Highland Laſſie, 
My lovely, ſmiling Highland Laſie, 
May never Care make thee leſs fair, 
But Bloom of Youth fill bleſs my Laſſis. 


Than ony Laſs on Borrowſtown, 

Who make their Checks with Patches motie, 
I'd tak my Katie, but a Gown, 

Barefoot, in her little Cotie. 
0 my bonny, &. 


Beneath the Brier or Bree kin Buſh, 
Wbene'er I kiſs and court my Dautie, 

Happy and blythe as ane wad wiſh, 
My flighteren Heart gangs pittie pattic, 

O my bonny, &c. 


ft b he d ſtonn 
er bigbeſt beat I ſtenn, 
Rent Gun, and Ratches tenty, 
7o drive the Deer out of their Den, 
To feaſt my Laſs on Diſhes dainty, 
0 ny boany, Ke» 
There's nane ſhall dare, by Deed or Word, 
Gainſt her to wag a Tongue or Finger, 
While I can wield my truſty Sword, 
Or fra my Side whisk out a Whinger. 
0 my bony, &c, 
$ The Mountains clad with = Bloom, 
FP And Berries ripe invite my Treaſure, 
To range with me; let great Folk gloom 
While Wealth and Pride confound their Pleas 
ſure. 
0 ny bouny, bonuy Highland Laſße, 
My lovely, ſmiling Highland Laſſie, 
never Care make thee leſs fair, 


But Bloom of Touth ſtill bleſs my Laſſie. 


SONG CXXV. HWHhich no bod 


can deny. . 
E rus of Ireland, both Country and 
ity 
Come liſten with Patience, and hear out my Ditty, 
At this time I'll chuſe to be wiſer than witty, 
Which no body can deny. 
The Half.pence are coining, the Nation's undo: 


ing, 
There's an end of your ploughing, and baking, 
and brewing z | 
In ſhort you mult all go to Rack and to Ruin, 
Which, &c, 
Both high Men, and low Men, and thick Men, 
and tall Men, | 
And rich Men, and poor Men, and Free · Men, 
and thrall Men, 
Will ſuffer, and this Man, and that Man, and 
all Men, Which, Ke, 


Err 
The Soldier is ruin'd, poor Man, by his Pay, 
His Five-pence will prove but a Arne 
For Meat or for Drink, or he muſt run away, 
5 pulls out his Two-pence, the Tapſte 
not, | 
ue tn — as — he _ pay for his Shot, - 
nd thus the poor ier he muſt go to Pot. 
| 5 hich, &e. Ax 
If he goes to the Baker, the Baker will huff, T 
And Twenty-pence bave for a Two-penny Loaf, N 
Then Dog, Rogue, and Raſcal, and ſo kick aud A 
_—_ cuff, ; Which, &e. 
Again, to the Market whenever he goes, 
The Butcher and Soldicr muſt be mortal Foes, 
One cuts of an Ear, and the other a Noſe, 
The Butcher is ſtout, and he values no Swagger, 
A Cleaver's a Match any time for a Dagper, 
And a blue Sleeve may give ſuch a Cuff as may 
ſtagger. Which, &c. 
The Beggars themſelves will be broke in a Trice, 
When thus their poor Farthings. are ſunk in their 


Price 3, . 
When nothing is left, they muſt live on their 
Lice. | Which, &e. 
The 'Squire who's got him twelve thouſand a 
| car, 2 a 
O Lord, what a Mountain his Rents would ap- 
ar | 
Should he take em, he would not have Houſe 
room I fear. Which, & c. 


Tho! at preſent he live in a very large Houſe, 

There would not be Room in it left for a Mouſe, 

But the Squize's too wiſe, he won't take a Souſe, - 
| REES M biab, &. 


8 


* 
- — 


© Worx... 

The Farmer who"come# with his Rent if this- I 
Caſh ' 1 7 "W wy Fe. f 
For takin theſe Counters, and” * raſh, £ 
will de kick'd out of Doors, both mſelf and 
his Traſh, - , Which, &c. * 


For ia all the Leaſes that ever we hold, 2 
We muſt jay our Rent in good Silver and Sold, 
Aud not in braſs Tokens of ſuch a baſe Mould, 
Which, &c. 
The wiſeſt of Lawyers all ſwear they will warrant 
No Money but Silver and Gold can be current, 
And fince they will ſwear it, we all may be ſure 
on'ts Which, &c. 
And I think, after all, it wou'd be very ſtrange . 
To give current Money for baſe, in Exchange, 
Lik: a fine Lady ſwapping her Moles for the 
Mange, f Which, &c. | 


But _ the King's Patent, and there you will 
fin " 


That 5, Man need take em, but who has a 
mind, 6 I p . 
For which we muſt ſay, his Majeſty's kind,  * 
| Which, Ke, f 

Now God bleſs the Draper who o d our E es, 


I am ſure by his Book that the Writer is wiſe; 
He ſhews us the Cheat, from the End to the 


Riſe, - - Which, &e. 

p- Nay farther he ſnews it a vary hard Caſe ©; 
That this Fellow, Wood. of a very bad Race, 

. Should of all the fine Gentry of Ireland take 
Place, Which, &c, 


That he and his Half-pence ſhould come to weigh 


' down 
Our Subjekts ſo loyal and true to the Crown 5 
But I hope, after all, that they will be his own, 
| | | „ Ko. 
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This Bock, I do tell you, is writ for 
And a very good Book againſt Mr. Wap 
If you ſtand together he's left i in the Subs, 
Which, &, 
Ye Sho * and Tradeſmen, and Farmer gt 


tea 


For I think: in my Soul, at this time you yil 


need it; 
Or, Egad, if you don't, there's an End of your No 
Credits Which, 1 — 
8 ONG ,CXXVI. Ob! the Tim 


that is paſt. 
H! the Time that is paſt, 
When ſhe held me ſo faſt, 
And i that hex Honour no longer could 
2 
No Light, but her languiſhing Eyes did a 
To — all Exe 112 of Bluſhing and F 3 


How ſhe figh'd and unlac'd 

With ſuch Trewbling and Haſte, 

As if ſhe had long'd to be cloſer embrac'd ! 

My Lips the ſweet Pleaſure of Kiſſes enjoy'd, . 

While my Hands were in ſearch of hid Treaſure 
employ'd. 

With my Heart all on Fire 

In the Flames of Deſite, 

m__ : boldly purſu'd what ſhe ſeem'd tore. 


She — 15 Oh! for Pity's ſake change your ill 
M. d, 
Pray, Anpates be civil, or I'll be unkind, 


All your Bliſs you deſtroy, 

— a naked young g Boy, 

Who fears the kind River he came to enjoy: 
Let's in, my dear Chloyis, I'll ſave thee from 
Ham, 

And make the cold Element pleaſant and warm, 


FI... 
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Dear Amyntas ! ſhe cries, 


Then ſhe caft down her Eyes, 
And with Kiſſes coofeſs'd what ſhe faintly des 
ies. 
Too an of my Conqueſt, I 7 to ſta 
Till her free Conſent did more ſweeten the Prey. 


But too late I begun; 

For her Paflion was dane z 

| of your BY Nov Amyntas, ſhe cry'd, I will never be won; 
b, &, Thy Tears and thy Courtſhip no Pity can move; 
Thou halt {lighted the critical Minute of Love. 


SONG CXXVII. Tell me no more 
Jan aeceip'd, BEES 


E LL me no more I am deceiy'd, 
r could That Chloe's falſe and common; 
By Heav'n, I all along believ'd 
She was a very Womau: 
As ſuch I lik'd, as ſuch careſs'd, 
Ste ill was conſtant when poſſeſs d, 
She cou'd do more for no Man. 


But, oh! her Thoughts on others ran; 
And that you think a hard thing : 

Perhaps ſhe fancy'd you the Man; 
Why, what care 'd one Farthing ? 

You think ſhe's falſe, I'm ſure ſhe's kind, 
I'll take her Body, you her Mind; 
Who has the better Bargain ? 


SONG CXXVIII, King John, &c. 
Said to my Heart, between fleeping and 


waking, 
Thou _ Thing, that always art leaping or 
aching, 

What black, brown, or fair, in what Clime or 
Im Nation, 

By Tuns, has not taught thee a Pit-a- pat · ation ? 
» Derry dawp, && 


als} 
Thus accus'I the wild Thing gave this fobe 

a Reply: 1 4 ; (by! 
See the Heart without Motion, tho! Celia paſt 


| 
Not the Beauty ſhe has, nor the Wit that ſhe if 
borrows, | 
Gives the Eye any Joys, or the Heart any 80s 
rows. | Derry down, &c. K. 


When 2 Sapho appears, the whoſe Wit's b 
re in d, FS 

TE am fore d to avplaud, with the reſt of Mankind: 

Whatever ſhe ſays is with Spirit and Fire; 


Ev'ry Word 1 attend, but only admire, 1 
| | Derry down, &e. 
Prudentia as vainly would put in her Claim, | 


Ever gazing on ticaven, tho' Man is her Aim: 
*Tis Love, not Devotion, that turns up her Eyes, 
Thoſe Stars of this World are too good for the | 
Skies. Derry down, &c. 
But Chloe. ſo lively, fo eaſy, ſo fair, 
Her Wit ſo genteel, without Art, without Care, 
— ſhe comes in my Way, the Motion, the 
ain, | | R | N 
The Leapings, the Achings, return all again. 
| Derry down, &e. 
O wonderful Creature ! a Woman of Reaſon! 
mo_ grave out of P.ide, never gay out of Ses. 
UR3 -; 
When ſo eaſy to gueſs, who this Angel ſhov'd be, 
Wou'd one think Mrs. Hd ne'er dream't it 
l Derry down, &c, 


SONG CXXIX. A Begging u- 
1 will go. | 
O W well may Life be term'd a Play, 
The World be call'd a Stage, 
On which all, having caſt their Parts, 
- Turn Players of the Age. 
And # ſtrolling they will go, &c. 
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uu ch World, as on the Theatre, - x 
_ (by! Tis Hard for to excel, 3 
a paſt d Where there are Twenty that att ill, 
that ſhe There's ſcarce One can a well. 

Tho' 8 ſtrolling, &c. "I 
ny Se Few their own Charafters expoſe, 


a Bat follow common Rule, 1 -.:Þ 
Vit be Dull formal Blockheads great Men play, 
; And great Men play the Fool. .- 
ankind: Thus a ſtrolling, &c. 
Like Heroes, Politicians 3 4s 
Ke. In Pomp their Part rehearſe, 
m But ſhould you look behind the Scenes, | 
Aim: Tiiss all but humble Farce. , N 
Eyes, Tro a ſtrolling, &c, | 
or the Since then that we are Aktors all, 
Kc. On us your Cenſure ſpare, 
And, in Indulgence to the Stage, 
Care Support a Brother Play'r, 
CR” JF 
0r a ſtrolling, &e. 


Hold, hold, the Audience I'll harangae, 
Ere that the Curtain fall, | 
This rhyming Sing-ſong Poet here 
Perhaps has damn'd us all. 
And a rolling, &c. 
Valeſs this ſmall Attempt to pleaſe, 
You with your Favour crown, 
No ſeigned Play- houſe we ſhall let, 


But e'en muſt let our own, 


Ad a ſtrolling, &c. 


SONG CXXX. VI lioe te 
grow old. 
W Hen r 
When my Forchead bas Wrinkles and my Eyes 
nou docs fell, 7:05 5. EE. 


„ 
Let my Words both and Actions be free from ull 


arm, 
And may 1 have my old Husband to 
Back warm: K F keep my 
The Pleaſures of Youth are Flowers but of 


May, © 
Our Li's but a Vapour, our Body's but Clay, 
Oh! t me live well, tho' I live but a Daz, 
| ty = Sermon on Sundays and a Bible of good 
rink ll 
ith a Pot on the Fire, and good Vittualsin't, 
With Ale, Beer and Brandy, both Winter and 


Summer \ 
To drink to my Goſſip, and be pledg'd by my 
Commer. 02 


The Pleaſures of Youth, Sc. 
With Pigs and with Poultry, with ſome Money 


in {tore 
To _ to my Neighbour, and to give to the N 
OOrs f 


With a Bottle of Canary to drink without Sin, 
And to comfort my Daughter when that ſhe lies 


In. . 
The Pleaſures of Youth, &c. 


With a Bed ſoft and eaſy to reſt on the Night, 
RO Maid in the Morning to riſe when tis 
ight 
To do her Work nearly, to obey my Deſire, 
To make the Houſe clean and to blow up the Fire, 
The Pleaſures of Youth, Sec. 


9 and with Bavins, and a good warm 

| ir 

With a thick Hood and Mantle, when I ride on 
my Mare, 

28 — near my Cupboatd, and far from 
| — f | 
With a pair of Glaſs Eyes to clap on'my Noſe 

The Pleaſures of Youth, Ge. 


: . 
[18] | 
id when I am dead, with a Sigh let them ſayz 
Nur Honeſt old Gammer is laid in the Clay. 
ben young ſhe was chearful, no Scold nor no 
Whore, 


She helped her Neighbours and gave to the Poor. 
Tho' the Flower of her Youth in her Age did 


4 Cl decay 5 : 
oy hy Tho' her Life was a Vapour that vaniſh'd away, 
S She liv'd well and happy unto her laſt Day, 


S O0 NG CXXXI. Dear Catbolict 
Brother. | 


Elch Morgan, young Teague, and briak 
Sawney the Scot, | 
Ober the Nineteenth together — ot, 
Near Weſtminſter, over a Bottle, an . 6 
* with the King and his C'ronations 
ay. 
= Morgan the Son of Welch Shinkin by 
ame, 
From the North Welch Mountains, Cot bleſs bury 
hur eame, 
With Uncles and Couſins fall Forty or more, 
To RI King crown'd, which hur ne'er ſee 
ore. 


t 
"is All Plood of hur Plood, and dear Pone of her 
Pones | 
Ap Poul, ap Davis, ap Rice and ap Shones, 
ire. All Uncles and Couſins, Maleb Shentlemen born, 


Goat keepers, Gceſe- drivers, and Grinders of Corn. 


Their Windmills and Mountains, their Pigs, 
Geeſe and Goats, 

They left in North ules and put on their beſt 
Coats, 

Their Swords, Tucks, and Tuckers, and what 

might be found, 6 

To come up to London to ſce hur King Crown de 
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Hur knows how to ſtrut and hur knows what ty 


And them come walking by Five io a Pais | 


\ 


Sir T. hux Uncle, Cor ſo, will be theres . 
With Winny hur Daughter, et Winny the fait 
Amongſt all the Nobles in Meſtmis ſter. Hall; 
If hur is not there too it ſhall coſt har a Fall. 


Hur hopes hurſhall ſee there, ads ſplutter a nai 
The Son of King George, now our prince 
l of Wales, a 4 1 

Who never made uſe of a Father Confeſfor, 


Next Heir to the Crown of Gyeat- Britain, Cot 
pleſs hur. 


Becauſe at the Show hur reſolves to look big, 
Hur ſold an old-Cow for to buy a new Wig: 
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ſay, 


Ard call em Nonjurors that ſtand in hur Way, 


A true Briton born, and a Proteſtant bred, 
Hur Hat, Wig, and Feather, mall cover hut 
Head; 
Hur Sword by hur ſide that will cut, hack, ad 
„ ov 
The Foes of Great-Britain, if they'll give bu 


Leave. 


Hub bub bub, bub a boo, quoth the Iriſh Den 


* 8 — — -* wy a Woe 


- +7 oy, - . 

You — not by fighting thoſe Triumphs annoy, 

. 8 you eut a Man into three or four Halves, 

y Shoul, you'll ne'er cure him, with Balſam 
nor Salves. | 


Wherefore my Dear Joy, put your Sheathin you 
Y * * 

The C'ronativh Day will much Pleaſure afford, 
For with Lords and Ladies of every Degree, 
His Majeſty's Grace I am willing to ſee. 
Becauſe I'll be ready at that glorious Sight, 


Fil go in the Morning by Nine over Night 
And get to the Abbey before I come there; 


wat ) © <A cx Ht mY 


a4 ..4&a 


_ 
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The brave Triſh Lord, the Joy of poor Teague, 
Asſure as e er Peggy and I was in League 
Before e'er L knew her, will walk with a Grace, 
And I ſhall rejoyce for to ſee their ſweet Face. 


I ſwear by the Soals of St. Patrick's Brogues, 

They're kind to good Men, and a Terror to 
Rogues, : W 

Þſhall — them there with the reſt of thol⸗ Train, 

Dreſs'd in their blue Ribbons of Scarlet in grain. 


Where they'll lead the Way for his Majeſty's 
Grace, . 

Before or behind, or in ſome other Place; 

While Conduits are ringing and Bells run with 
Wine, 

Dear Joy we will drink till our Noſes do ſhine, 


My Honey, my Croney, and Couſin Agrau, 

Macdonald, my Dear Joy and Brother in Law, 

Will beat on the Truinpets and Drums ſound the 
Charge, : 

As they walk it on Foot thro? the Street in a 
Barge. | | 

Betimes in the Morning by x Afternoon, 

Rich Wine full of Glatſes I'll tipple off ſoon, © 

With q - Potatoes, good Muſtard and Honey, 

Which Pl] buy without e'er a Penny of Money. 

Quoth —_ the Scot, what a Diſh you'll pro- * 
vide | 

Potatoes with Muſtard, and Honey beſide ; 

The De il ſplit your Craig, the like L ne%er knew. 

9 a Cook of all Cooks, give the Devil bia 

due. | 


Quoth Sawney, I ſwear by St. Andrew's Croſs, 
Your Diſh and your Blunders make me at a Loſs 
To _ what you mean; give me Bacon and 


© 
Qu which Iſe can nb. good moderate Meal. 
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But — the Talk of this new Faſhion Diſh, 
Amongſt Fortune's Favours I heartily wiſh, : 
She'd grant me the Honour to ſee the Kin 
Crown'd, 8 


Iſe caft up my Bonnet Ten Foot from the Ground, 


In token of Joy, he's a Proteſtant King: 
Now muckle.Content to this Land he does bring) 
The Kirk and the Scotti/h true Proteſtant P:ers, 
May his Iſſue reign for a Million of Years! 


Sir Teague and Sir Taffy I ſpeak to you both, 

Tf you'l not believe me, Iſe give you my Oath, 

Our King {ptang, God bleſs him, from King 
James the Firſt, 

Once King of fair Scotland, wiſe, noble and jub 


We'll all go together, and Taffy ſhall play 


Before us, to honour the C'ronation Day 


Upon hur Welch Harp; to which Taffy a 
So to the C'ronation they all did NS 


SONG cxxxXIl. Celadons 


Sylvia overcome. 


ELADON, when ſpring came on, 1 
_— Sylvia in * 0 R 
Both gay and young, and ſtill he 
The weet Delights of Love: 2 
Wedded Joys in Girls and Boys, 1 
And pretty Chat of this and that! | 
The honey Kiſs, and charming Bliſs, 8 
That crowus the Marriage Red 3 


He ſnatch'd her Hand, ſhe bluſh'd and fann d, 4 
And ſeem'd as if afraid; I 

Forbear, ſhe cries, your fawning Lies, c 
I've vow'd to die a Maid, 


Celadon at that began 
To talk of Apes in Hell, 

And what is worſe, the odious Curſe 
Of growing old and tale z 
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n Dim, Loſs of Bloom, when Wrinkles come, 
iſh; And Offers kind when none will mind; 
King The roſy Joys and ſparkling Eye, 
Grown faded and decay d; 
Ground, i At which, when known, ſhe chang'd her Tone, 
And to the ry” * = 
i gwain, give o'er, I'll think once more, 
bring 1 II bis a Maid, 


SON G CXXXIII. I am a poor 
Shepherd undone. 


AM a poor Shepherd undone, 
And cannot be cur'd by Art, 
For a Nymph as bright as the Sun 
Has ſtole away my Heart; 
And how to get it again, 
There's none but ſhe can tell, 
To cure me of my Pain, 
By ſaying ſhe loves me well; 
And alas ! poor Shepherd, alack, a well a- day, 
B:fore I was in Love, ob! every Month was M a7. 


If to love ſhe cou'd not incline, 
I told her I'd die in an Hours 
To die, ſays ſhe, *cis in thine, 
But to love tis not in my Pow'r: 
Lad her the Reaſon why 
She cou'd not of me approve Þ 
She ſaid, Twas a Task too bard, 
To give any Reaſon for Love; 
Aud alas ! poor Shepherd, alak, a well. a. d ay, 
Before I was tn Love, ah! every Mon:b was Mays 


She ask'd me of my Eſtate z 

[ told her a Flock of Sheep, 
The Graſs whereon they graze, | 
Where ſhe aud I might ſleep, | 


H 2 | 


I 8] 
{Beſides a good Ten Pound, 
Ln old King Harry's Groats g 
"With Hooks and Crooks abound, 
And Birds of ſundry Notes; 
And alas! poooy Shepherd, alack, a well. a. la), 
Before, I was in Love, ah ! every Month was Ny, 


s ON G CXXXIV. Held, Joby 


ere you leave ne, &c. 
She. H Old, Jobs, ere you leave me, ind 


Il know, 
W hither, 104 — 'd up, thus early, you go, 
With clean Hands and Face, 
Beſt Band with a Lace, 
'Your — wr s Apparel, when you ſhou'd g 
pl gh 
So trim, none wou'd think you a mariid 
Man row. 
But, John, ere you leave me, &c. 


He. Go, N. I won't tell you; to lead a fe 


I've jen of my betters, to ſteal from my 
Wife, 

Mayhap with my Neighbour I'll duſt it 
away; 


Mayhap play at Putt, or ſome other ſuch 


he. 1 . — what Came you'd be playing to 
Da 

He. Don't — me, the Devil's in Woman l 
thiok : 


1 tell __ Joan, I'm going, I'm going to 
drink. | 
Come, pr'ythee don't think that I've 10 


more Grace; 


Nay, go! or T bit thee a Dove in tle 


- 
2 
TH 
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$, You | 1'll find ſomebody then ſhall ſtrike in 
our place, 
Why ſhou'd you deny me, I never did you ?' 
Becauſe I a'n't new, you won't give me my, 
4-day, due: 
vas Myy, But troth if you won't another ſhall do. 


If thus, if thus, if thus you e er do 
Joh. 4 Oh! how Pl belabeur, AF how Vl be- 
labour your Booby and you. 
„ bim 5; Ob! bow III be labour, oh ! how. Vil be 
labour your Trollop and you. 
you gy, Both, If _ if —_ 
e „ do not go, 
21 And I — ſos 5 
Do not go, do not go, my Johnny, 
My De, 'my Precious, 7 
Oh! pray do not go, 
I won't, I won't do ſo. 
He, Adſnigs! by that Buſs I'm inveigled to 
—y 
Come, Joan, come and ſpoil my ſtray - 
ing to Day. | 


Come, John, give's thy beſt Band, 
And lend me thy Hand. 

Here Foan, take my beſt Band, 
And give me thy Hand. 

Thus tis with you Women, 

Tis juſt ſo with you Men. 

When. eber you fall our, 
When · e er you fall out, 

It is to fall in again; 
When - cer we fall our, 
When-e'er we fall out, 


It is 10 fall in again. 


H 3: 
* 
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* SONG CXXXV. Give me but 
a Friend, &ce. 


Ive me but a Friend and a Glaſs, Boys, 
I'll ſhew ye what tis to be gay; 
III not care a Fig for a Laſs, Boys, 
Nor love my brisk Youth away: 
Give me but an honeſt Fellow, 
That's pleaſanter when he is mellow, 
We'll live twenty-four Hours a Day. 


Tis Woman in Chains does bind, Boys, 
But *tis Wine that makes us free; 

*Tis Woman that make us blind, Boys, 
But Wine makes us doubly ſee. 

The Female is true to no Man, 

Deceit is inherent to Woman, 
But none in a Brimmer can be. 


SONG CXXXVI. Sally in ur 
| Alley. 


IN London Town there liv'd, well known, 
A. DoRtor old and wary, 
A Daughter fair was all his Care, 
How to Diſpoſe and Marry : 
This Daughter, ſhe, as all agree, 
Was woud'rous neat and pretty: 
Ve Parents dear, I pray draw near, 
And liſten unto my Ditty. . 


The Doftor bent with full Intent, 
A. Country *Squire ſhould have herz 
For he had Pence inſtead of Senſe, 
Which gain'd this old Man's Favourz 
The Daughter ſhe wou'd not agree; 
This was no Match for Kitty: 
Ye Maidens all, too apt to fall, 
Come liſten unto my Ditty, 


_ os Ta wa 


but 


og, 


our 
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jebb'ring Spark, a Lawyer's Clerk, 
4 fair liche Heart 2 3 
With Love and Truth, the gentle Youth 
All her Affections gained: 
The Doctor he wou'd not agree, 
Alas! and more the Pity : 
Ye lovers True, altho' but few, 
Come liſten unto my Ditty. 


The 'Squire addreſs'd, the DofQtor preſi d, 
But cou'd not bring her over; 
Sheeach defies, and both denies, 
Nor will ſhe loſe her Lover: 
The Lover flew, when this he knew 
And runs away with Kitty: 
Thus ſoon, my Love, I hope to prove 
The Fatt of this my Dirty. 


$0 NG CXXXVII. To the ſame 
Tune. 
Occaſion'd by the preceding Song, 


HERE, on the Stage, mock Heroes 


rage, 

Diſtreſs'd — advetſe Fortune; 

Where wanton things, by ſecret Springs, 
Move quick behind the Curtain: 

There you may hear, if you can bear 
Bad Tunes to a worſe Ditty 3 

What thame it is, ſuch Stuff as this 
Shou'd e' er be ſung of Kitty? 


For Kilty was a gen'rous Laſs, 
As you find by the Story ; 
A Stranger to all ſordid View, 
A Nymph cut out for Glory: 
Altho' her Dad was raving mad, 
To match her with a Looby 3 
Becauſe his Pence outſhone his Senſe, 
She gave 'em both the Go-by. 


H 4 


"OED 
Thus wiſely done, ſhe yentur'd on * b 
A comely Youth thar lov'd ber; 


No other Art cou'd gain her Heart, 
'T was Love that always mov'd her: 
In Wedlock ſhe knew to agree, | 


Was worth a Mint of Money: | 
By honeſt means botb gain'd their Ends, 
And made. their Moon all Honey. 


Then, Maidens fair, to Wed forbear, | 
When Gold is all the Motive; 

Left you ſhou'd find the Change unkind, 
And of all Joys abortive: 

Let Kitty's Choice dire& your Voice, 
When-c'er you ſay, you'll Marry 3 

Elſe, ten to One, you're all undone, 


Aud of your Aims Miſcarry. 


SONG CXXXVIII. The Abit 
of Canterbury. 


LL tell you a Story, a Story that's true, 
A Story that's Diſmal, and Comical too; 
It is of a Fryar, who ſome People think, 
Tho! = —_ as a Nut, might have dy'd of a 
tink. | 

Derry down, down, hey derry don. 
The Fryar wou'd often go out with his Gun, 
And tho' no good Markſman, he thought himſelſ 

one; a 

For tho' he for ever was wont to miſs Aim, 
Still ſomething, but never himſelf, was to blame, 
Derry down, &c, 


It happen'd young Peter, a Friend of the 
Fryar's | | 
* With Legs arm'd with Leather, for fear of the 
riars 
Went out with him once, tho” it ſignifies not, 
Where he hiz'd his Gun, owh or tick'd for the 


Shot, Derry down, &. 
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Amy theſe two trudg'd it, o'er Hills and o'er- 
Dales; b — 
They popp'd at the Patridges, frighten'd the 

uails 5 
. tell yon the Truth, no great Miſchief 
was done, 

Save ſpoiling the Proverb, As ſure as Gun. 
Derry down, &c. 

But at length a poor Snipe flew direR in the wa 

In open Ar as if e wou'd ſay, Ys 

«If only the Fryar and Peter ate there, | 

IU where I liſt, there's no Reaſon to fear, 

D erry downs, &. 


Tho' little he thought that his Death was ſo nigh, 
Let Peter, by chance, fetch'd him down from on 

high ; 
His Shot was ramm'd downwith a Journal, Iwiſt, 
The firſt time he charg'd ſo improper with Mi. 
Derry down, &e, 


Then on both Sides the Speeches began to be 
made 

As l beg your Acceptance, — Oh! no, Sir, 
indeed — 3 - [ knew * 
I beg that you wou'd, Sir. For both wiſely 
That one Sui pe cou'd ne er be a Supper for two. 
Derry down, &c. 

What the Fryar declin'd in moſt Civil ſort, | 
an + in his Pocket, — the De'il take him 
or't ; | 


3 
But were the Truth known, *twou'd plainly ar- 
ear, 
He 12 had found a longer Bill there. 
Derry down, &. 
Hid in his Pocket, the Sui pe ſafely lay, | 


White a Week did paſs over his Head, and a. 
Day, | 
H.s. 
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Till the Ropes for a Toaſt too offenſive werg 
rown, 
And were ſmelt out by every Noſe but his own. 
Derry down, &c, 


The Fryar look'd wholeſome, it muſt be agreed, 
So no one cou'd ſay, whence the Stink ſhou'd 
proceed; : 
yon the Stink might be laid, tho? no one cou'd 
" 
"Tis — he brought it, and took it away, 
> x Derry down, &c. 
At Sight of the Fryar began the Perfume, 
And ſcarce he appear'd, but he ſcented the Room 
Snuff. boxes were held in the higheſt Eſteem, 
And all the wry, Faces were made where he came, 
Derry down, &c, 


As the Pla ee he was in, it was call'd this and that, 
In his Room *twas a Cloſe - ſtool, or elſe a dead 


ty 
In the Fields where he walk'd, for ſome Carrion 
*twas gueſs'd ; 
*T'was a Fart at the Angel, and paſs'd fora Jeſt, 
| - Derry down, &e. 


At length the Suſpicion fell thick on poor Tray, 

Till he took to his Heels, and with ſpeed ran 
away : 

Thought the Fryar, Poor Tray, I'll remember 
thee ſoon ; 

If I live to grow ſweet, I'll give thee a Bone. 
| | | Derry down, Kc, 


For he knew that poor Tray was highly abus'd, 
And, if any, himſelf thus deſerv'd to be us'd; 
For *twas certainly he, — who elſe cou'd he 
think? 
Twas certainly he, that muſt make all the Stink, 
| | Derry drwn, &c. 


x ahi M * 
{ 5 1 
go when he came Home, he ſat down on bis 
Bed | | 
His Elbow at Diſtance ſupported his Head: 
His Body long while like a Pendulum went ; 
But all he cou'd do did not alter the Scent. 
Derry down, &c. 


Thus hypp'd, he got up, and pull'd off his 
Cloaths, 

He pcep'd in his Breeches, and ſmelt to his Hoſe, 

And the very next Morning freſh Cloaths he put 


on 
All, all but a Waiſtcoat, for he had but one. 
| Derry down, &c, 


But changing his Cloaths did not alter the Caſe, 
And ſo he ſtunk on for three Weeks and three 
Days; | 
Till to ſend for the Doctor he thought it moſt 
meet; | 
For tho' he was not, his Life it was ſweet, | 
Derry down, %c. 


The Doftor he came, felt his Pulſe in a trice ; 
Then crept at a Diſtance to give his Advice: 
But Sweating, nor Bleeding, nor Purgicg wou'd 
doy 
For inſtead of one Stink, this only made two. -, * 
Derry down, & c · 


The Fryer oft times to his Glaſs wou'd repair, 
But to Death he was frighten'd when-e'er he 
came there; 


His Eyes were ſo ſhrunk, and he look'd ſo Ag. 
haſt 


He verily thought he was ſtinking his aſt. 
Derry down, &c,. 


do for Credit he haſtens to burn all his Proſe, 
Aud into the Fire his Verſes be throws 3, 


* 


„I 98 

When, ſeatching his Pockets to make up the Pile, 

He found out the Snipe, that had ſtunk all the 
while. Derry down, &c, 

So he hopes you will now think him wholeſome 
again, : 

Since bis Waiſtcoat diſcovers the cauſe of his pain, 

To conclude, the poor Fryar intreats you to note, 

That you might have been ſweet had you been 

in his Coat, Derry down, &e. 


SONG CXXXIX. Colin's Cen: 
plaint. 


S AD Philocles ſigh'd to the Wind, 
The Wind it lamented his Moan, 
Whilſt Echo ſtood pining behind, 
And gave him back every Groan. 
Ye Winds! have the Grace to be mov'd, 
Complaining, the fond Shepherd ſaid ; 
The hard-heartel Nymph is reprov'd, 
By the gentle Returns ye have made. 


To Echo himſelf he addreſs'd, 
Compaſlian, ſays he, thou haſt Shown, 
Which proves, that the Pains of thy Breaſt 
Are almoſt as great as my own. 
"Twill yield me tome little Relief, 
With you a Companion to ſtray, 
'The Night ſhall be ſpent in my Grief, 
In Tales of your Sorrow the Day. 


The languiſhing Theme of your Woe, 

The Shepherd Nareiſſus ſhall be; 
For Phillis I'll mourn where L go, 

Till grown a mere Shadow like thee. 
Come, pitying Maid, let's retire, 

To whiſper our Plaints in a Cave: 
The pitiful Nymph ſaid, Retire, 

Such Places are likeſt the Grave, 


* . 
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gre dusky Cavern —_—— 
There Philocles ſigh'd to his Fill, 

And Echo repeated the Sound; 
But yet the ſad Nymph badan Art, 

hereby ſhe would flatter his Pains 3 

Tho' ſpeaking the Thoughts of her Heart, 

She ſeem d but repeating the Swaia's.. 


He ſeated bimſelf on the Ground, 

His Hand it ſupported his Head 
Deſpairing, he ſhew'd ev'ry Wound, 

The changing falſe Phillis had made 
If once on his Rival he thought, 

Ye Gods! in a Rage he would cry, 
Oh blaſt all the Charms ſhe has got, 

For whom I thus languiſhing die! 


Narciſſus was ſtill Echo's Thought, . 
Ye Gods! the ſad Nymph would reply, 
Oh! blaſt all the Charms he has got, 
Yor whom I thus lan viſhing e. 
Thus Philocles dy d in Deſpair. 
While Echo augmented his Pain; 
When he dy'd, the ſad Nymph did repair - 
To another ſad deſp'rate Swain. 


SON G CXL. Great Lord Frag. 
to Lady Mouſe. | 


6 REA T Lord Frog to Lady Mouſe, 
Croakledom hee Croakledom ho; 

Dwelling near St, James 's- houſe, ; 
Cocky mi Chari ſhe ; 

Rode to make his Court one Day, 

In the merry Month of May, 

When the Sun ſhone bright and gay, 
Twiddle come Twecdle twee. 


* 


Wis; 
Lord Frog. 


Counteſs y have three Daughters fine, 
Croakledom hee Croakledom ho 


1d fain make the youngeſt mine, But 
Cocky mi Chan ſhe : 
I'm well made as ever was Male, - 7 
Oaly bating one ſimple Ail; A 
Pox upon't I've never a Tail, . 

Twiddle come Tweedle twee. 

| Lady Mouſe. 

Welcome Noble Peer to Town, ; 


Croakledom hee Croakledom ho z 

Ill ftraight call my Darling down, 
Cocky mi Chari ſhe: 

So much Wealth will ſure prevail, 

Yet I wiſh that you might not fail; 

Your fine Lordſhi bad a Tail, 
Twiddle come Tweedle twee. 


Lord Frog. 


Here ſhe comes ſhall be my Spouſe, 

Croakledom hee Croakledom ho; 

If ſhe'll defign to grace my Houſe, 
Cocky mi Cari ſhe : 

T've a Head where Love can plant; 

Tho? a trifling Tail I want ; 

Will you, fair one, Liking grant, 
Twiddle come Tweedle twee. 


Miſs Mouſe, 


I can ne*er to one conſent, 

Croakledom hee Croakledom ho; 

Wants that needful Ornament, 
Cocky my Chari me: 

Uncle Rat too ſo well known, 

That a Swinger has on's own 5 

Neer will let me wed to none, 
Twiddle come Tweedle twee, 
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Loyd Frog. 
ne | can't, my Voice is low 
8 e hog 
But for Dancing dare Santlotu, 
Cocky mi Chari ſhe : 
Then altho* my Bum be bare, 
All muſt own tis ſmooth and fair; 
te no Scars of Venus there, 
Twiddle come T weedle twee. 
Miſs Mouſe, 
When we treat you at our Cheeſe, 
Coakledem hee Croakledom ho; 
All that naked part one ſees, . 
Cocky mi Chari me: 
Cover'd cloſe we creep and crawl, 
When you ſwim or diving fall : 
Fi: for ſhame ! you ſhew us all, 
Twiddle come T weedle twee. 
Lord Frog. 
Since y*are on theſe lofty Strains, 
C:oakledom hee Croakledom ho ; 
[ll get one ſhall value Brains, 
Cocky mi Chari ſhe. 
Miß Movſe. 
Now your Lordſhip idly prates, 
Thoſe that will have conſtant Mates, 


Muſt have Tails as well as Pates, 
Twiddle come Tweedle twee. 


SONG CXLI YT Commons and 


Peers, &c. 


E Facks of the Town, 
And Whiggs of Revown, 
Leave off your Jarrs and Spleen, 
And haſt to your Arms, 
| All thronging in ſwarms, | 
be ready to guard the Queen; 
With a — bum; bam, buns 


| C 16. J 
For laſt L O R D's-day,. - 
at St. James's they ſay, 


A ſtrange odd thing did chance, 
Which put into the News, 
All Holland would amuſe, J 
But would make 'em rejoice in France. 
With a bum, &c. ] 
Each Commonerand Peer, 8 


Of both Houſes were there, 
And Folks of each Rank and Station, 
Had thither ftee Recourſe, * 
From the Keeper of the Purſe, Mig 
To the Mayor of a Corporation; 
With a bum, &. 


When at Noon as in State 
The Queen was at Meat, 

And the Princely. Dane fat by Her, 
A. Fart there was heard, 
That the Company ſcar'd, Hic 

As a Gun at their Ears had been fit'd. 

With a bum, &c. 
Which irrev'rent Sound 
Made em ſtare all around, But 

And in each Countenance lowerz 
Whilſt Judgment thereupon. 
Said, it needs muſt be done, 

As affronting the Sovereign Pow'r, . 
With a bum, &c. | 


The Chaplain in place. 
Had but juſt ſaid Grace, 
And then cringing behind withdrawny. 
When they call'd him back, 
| To examine if the Crack 
Came from him or the Lords in Lawn» . 
With a hum, &c. 


For juſt by the Chair 
Some fat Biſhops were there, , 
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. e — Lookx 
Dcclar'd upon the Book, ks. 
That the Clergy knew nought of che Matrer 3 
With a hum, &c. 


But they would not ſwear; 
For the Parties were there, 
Of the High Chareb and the Low, 
Who from a mighty Zeal 
For good och Commonweal 
Might let ſome of their Bagpi pes blow 
With a hum, &c, - 


At this when heard, 
Late Comptroler ſtrok'd his Beard, 
And declar'd with an Antique Bow, 
He tho* of ſome nothing knew, 
Yet he would vouch for two, 
Himſelf, and his Brother Joby How, 
For the hum, &e. 


For the Squire was well bred; . 
And his Key might have had, 
But refus'd for an old State Trick, 
And thathe that had made Sport 
With Places of the Court, 
Now reſolv'd upon Wharton's White Stick 3- 


With a bum, &c, 


When this wat done, 
And the Crime not yet known,. 
Came a Law Peer to — the Caſe, 
How they had no Intent, 
To affront the Government, 
Nor had he to regain the Mace, 


With 2 bum, &c. 


A Carter and Star 
Next Cenſure did bears, 
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Who for all be lookt ſo bigh, 
And carry d it ſo great, 


In Intrigues of the State, A 
Yet might condeſcend to let fly. hee! 
4 um, &c, * 
But he, in a Heat, 8 
Said the thing in Debate, 1 
Impos'd on each Sex might be, That 
And would have it made clear, 1 
That ſome Ducheſſes there N 
Were as likely to do't as hez That 
With a lum, &c. | 
The Colour then roſe | 
Mongſt the noble Furbelows 
Of Honour, and moſt too, Wives, Sine: 
Who declar'd on their Rep, 
They ne'er made ſuch a Scape, 1 
Nor e er did ſuch a thing in their Lives, An 
As a bum, &c. 
But the giggling Rout, 80 


That were waiting round about, 
Twas likely were hecdleſs Jades, 


So that ſaving their own Fame F 
They agreed upon the Sham, Wh 

To haye turn'd it upon the poor Maids c 
With a bum, &c, If. 
Who all drown'd in Tears, | 1 
Charg'd the Ladies there in Years, Ru 

To tell truth, if that hideous Roar, a 
So Thunder- like ſent, 


From audacious Fundament. 
Could conſiſt with their Virgin Bore 5. 
With a bum, &c. | 


| Who anſwering no, 
All Diſputes fell too, 
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they believ'd it was Reaſon, 
_ —_ ver the Matter off, 
As a Joke, and a Laugh, _ 
She they ne'er could make it High Treaſon. 
With a hum, CC, 


So that turning the Jeſt, 
They agreed it at laſt, 

That nought from the Preſence did come, 
But the Noiſe that they heard, 
Was ſome Yeoman o'the Guard 

That brought Diſhes into the next Room. 
With a hum, &c. 


But the truth of the Sound 
Not at all could be found, 
Since none but the LJoer could tell, 
So that huſhing vp the Shame 
The Beef-cater bore the Blame, 
And the Queen, God be prais'd, din'd well; 
With a bum, bum, hum, hum. 


SONG CXLII. Room, Room for 
a Rover. © 


Rail's the Bliſs of Woman 
Fleeting as a Shade; 

While we pity no Man, 

Goddeſſes we're made : 
If our Favour's wanting, 

To their Wants we're kind 3 
Ruia'd by our granting, 

We no Favour find, 


Birds, for kind complying, 
Love their Females more 
We're lov'd for denying, 
Scorn'd when we implore, 
While on ev'ry Tree, 
Cheny, Cherry, ſing the ſmall Birds, 
Happier far than we, 


þ 
0 
* 
1 
1 
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SONG CXLUI. 7 pair, die 0 


| Chloe, you Jugge}t. 
1 4 Oung — gay and fair, 1 
own it, and well-b : 
A Viſit — Day; , OT The! 


Where Cymes, with an aukward Mien, 
Unluckily for him, came in, 


His Folly to betray.. 


He bow'd and ſcrap'd, ne'er took his Chair,, 
But wou'd all round ſalute the Fair, 
Not only thoſe he knew z 
The Viſited ; but the gay Belle, 
The Viſiter; ah! Shame to tell! 
The Blockhead kiſs'd her too. 


And, what was worſe, or was as badz. 

The reſt, by his Example led, 
Repeated the Aſffront; 

The Laſs did her Reſentment ſhow, 

She ſnapt her Fan, ſhe bent her Brow: 
Such Rudeneſs, fic upon't ! | 


Fair one, while thus your Anger burns, 
If Cymon to the Place returns, 

As ſoon no doubt he will; 
Be there with twenty Virgins more, 
For Kiſſes three infli& threeſcore, 

You can't uſe him too ill, 


Do at the ſelf.ſame Time and Place, 
That all may witneſs his Diſgrace, 
Repeat the Puniſhmentz 
With throbbing Heart the guilty Clown. 
Shall your impartial Juſtice own, 
And — ſu bim down content. 
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£0 NG CXLIV. To all you Ladies 
now at Land. 


N vain's the Force of Female Arms, 
In vain their offer'd Love, 
Their Smiles, their Airs, nor all their Charme, 
My Paſſion can remove 
For all that's fair and good T find 
In Chloe's Form, in Chloe's Mind, 


Let Celia all her Wit diſplay, 
That glitters while it kills, 
My Heart diſdains the feeble Ray, 
Nor Light nor Heat it feels. 
For all that's bright and gay I find, 
In Chloe's Form, in Chloe's Mind. 


Fair Flavia ſhines in Gems of Gold, 
And uſes all her Arts 3 

Not richeſt Chains my Heart cay hold, 
Unpierc'd by Diamond Darts: 

For all that's rich and fair I find 

In Chloe's Form, in Chloe's Mind, 


Theſe Notes, ſweet Myra, now give o 
They once had * wound, 70 
When Chloe ſpeaks, they are no more, 
But mix with common Sound: 
All Grace, all Harmony I find 
In Chloe's Form, in Chloe's Mind. 


SO NG CXLV. My Goddeft 
Cecelia, beav*nly Fair. 
Elinda, ſee from yonder Flow'rs 
The Bee flies loaded to its Cell; 


Can you perceive what it devours, © © + © 
Are they impair'd in Show or Smell? 


* 


t 
So tho' I robb'd you of a Kiſs, 


8weeter than their ambroſial Dew, $0 
Why ate you avgry at my Blifs, 

as it at all impoveriſh'd you? 0 

Tis by this Cunning I contrive, : 
In ſpite of your unkind Reſerve, * 
To keep my famiſn'd Love alive, Like“ 
Which you inhumanly wou'd ſtarve, Rot 
| a 
SONG CXLVI. a Tre Wl >. 
OT Edev's Garden did diſdain "yy 

That pleafing Paſſion Love; — 

Where free from Guilt, and ev'ry Pain, 0 An 
Adam did gaily rove. | K 
Not Tides of Furies“ raging Fires, Thro' 
That follow a wanton Chaſe, Thro 
Meer Vapours rais'd by hot Debres, In 


That vaniſh with Diſgrace. 


How guiltleſs may I meet the Flame 
Of Cynthia's purer Breaſt, | 
While Friendſhip makes us ſtill the ſame, 

With ev'ry Virtue dreſt ? 


Her Mind at firſt a Conqueſt made, I. 
Her graceful Mind I muſt apptove; The! 
Her Wiſdom chearful till appear d, * 
And juſtify'd my Love. a 

He. 

| Truſt not to Features, fleeting Charms; Mar 
Nor hug a painted Toy C 
Thoſe Age or Sickneſs ſoon diſarms, And 
Warm Air will this deſtroy. The 

Let tender Paflions take their Turn, D 


And Virtue lead the Way; 
Where Minds are match'd they ſeldom moury 
Nor curſe the Marriage Day. | 
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$0N G CXLVIL Is vain, dear 
Chloe, you ſugg aft. G | 


Nee in a Summer Ey'ning fair, 
Sirena took the Country Air, 
Myrtillo led the Way: 
Four other Nymphs attendant ſhone, 
Like Stars around the full orb'd Moons 
Rob'd in ſuperior Day, 
A Hat, of plaited Straw-work, made 
aptly to ev'ry Damſel's Head, 
Supply'd a decent Skreen ; 
Each lin'd with Silk of diff'rent Hue, 
Of fiery Red, of milder Blue, 
And Heart-refreſhing Green. 


Thro' Paſtures green, o'er Walks of Grals, 
Thro Fields of ripen's Corn they paſs, 
In mirthful Chat along : 
No ſland'ring Wit, nor idle Tale, 
Which oft in Female Talk prevail, 
Employ'd each buſy Tongue. 


Their Theme was the deſcending Sung 

Who now in ſoften'd Glory ſhone, 
Tho' ampler to behold : 

They wonder'd at the weſtern Skies, 

Stain'd with a thouſand diff'rent Dyes, 

And waſh'd in Streams of Gold, 


He.e might you ſee a ſtretching Fan, 

Mark the fair Landſcape (as it ran) 
Confus'dly laid in Blue 

And there a waving Hat explains 

The Colours of the nearer Plains, 
Diſtioguiſh'd to the View. 


One prais'd the calm and breathleſs Ain 
Oe the ſweet Smells beyond Compare, 
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'Diffus'd from Greens around. 
All miogl'd, with a pleaſant Strife, 
Their Praiſes of a Gountry. Life, 
With peaccful Pleaſures crown'd, 


But oft Myrtillo, to be bleſs'd, 
Wou'd ſteal Sirena from the reſt, 
| And caſe his wounded Mind: 
Fiom Ovi&wou'd he take his Cue, 
And talk ſuch Things as Lovers do, 
To make the fair one kind. 


Now *gan the ſinking Day to fail, 
And Night kick'd up the doubtful Scale, 
The Wand'rers hafte along: 
A while they ſtop, a while they reſt, 
The ſweet Sirena they _— # BG 
To tune the ſprightly Song. 


The Nymph comply'd; but oh! — to tell 
What Muſick from her Warbles fell, 

To Angels only's giv'n : a 
For ſure ſuch Melody of Sound, 
As ne'cr in mortal Voice was found, 

Is likeſt that of Heav'n. | 


Myrtillo ſtood in ſweet. Surprize, 
Cay Pleaſures wanton in his Eyes, 
His Ears unuſual Tranſports prove 
While Beauty all her Rays diffus'd, 
Wbile Harmony her Chains unloos'd, 
And faſten'd thoſe of Love. 


He gaz'd upon the tuneful Fair: 
Her Charms ſerene, her eaſy Air, 
His Heart by ſilent Tieach'ry ſtole: 
He liſten'd to her ſilver Song, 
He caught it dropping from her T 
And in Exchange reſign'd his Soul, 


Sire na conſcious of her Paw'r, 
With Smiles her ended Song gave 0'crs 


0 
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That ended half his Bliſgz ;: 

The Damſels all expreſs'd ge Joys "Us 
Myrtillo bow'd in lowly-wi 

And thank'd her in a Kiſs, - 


S0 NG CXLVIIL Draw, Cupid , 


draw. | 
Eign, Sylvia, rei 
R The Rebel quits bis Arms z 


Your Power's compleat, 
- And I ſubmit 
To Love's viſtorious Charms ; 
The pleaſing Pain, 
The gentle Chain | X 
That conſtant Hearts unite, a 0 
Such Joys beſtows, 
That Freedom knows 
No ſuch ſincere Delight, 


I ſhiver, and I burn, 
I triumph, and I mourn, 
I faint, I die, 
Until I fly * 
Her Paſſion to return ; 
But O! I fear, 
Too fierce to bear 
The mighty Joy will be, 
And Love's keen Dart, 
Fix'd in my Heart, - - 
Prove that of Death to me. 


SON G CXLIX. Since you will 
needs, &c. 
Ince you will needs my Heart 
'Tis juſt to you I firſt confeſs 
The Faults to which 'tis given: 
It is to Change much more inclin'd 
Than Woman, or the Sea, or Wind, 
Or aught that's —_ Heav'n. 
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£ Mrs lt 

or will I hide from you this Truth, 

It has been from ita le Youth, 
A moſt egregions Ranger: 

And ſince from me'r has often fled, 

With whom.it was boch barn and bred, 
"Twill fearce ſfay with a Stranger, 


The Black, the Fair, the Cay, the 
{Which often . 2 fear — 5 
With one kind Look could win it; 
So nat'rally it loves to range, 
That it has left Succeſs for Chan 
And, what's worſe, glories in it. 


Oft, when I have been laid to Ref, 

»Twould make me att like one poſſeſt, 
For ſtill *twill keep a Pother ; 

And tho? you only I efteem, 

Yet it will make me, in a Dream, 
Court and enjoy another. 

Aud now, if you are not afraid, 

After theſe Truths that I have ſaid, 
To take this arrant Rover, | 

Be not diſpleas'd if I proteſt, = 

I think the Heart within your Breaft 
Will prove juſt ſuch another, 


SONG CL. The Gads and tht 
Goddeſſes, &c. 


ux Gods and the Goddeiie latcly al 


feaſt, 
Where Ambrofia with exquiſite Sauces were dreſt, 
Their Eatables did with their Deities ſuit, 
But what they ſhould drink did'occafion Diſpme- 
"Twas time that old Nektar was grown out of 
Faſhion, | 
Being what they did drink long before the Crew 


tion: 


b we 1] oo; 


When the Sky-coloar'd Cloth was mov'd from the 


The Bowl it was large, of a Heavenly Size, 
Whercin they did uſe Lafant Gods to Baprize. 


Therefore our wiſe Godhegds together let's lay, 

And endeavour to make it much ſtronger than 
they. 

Twas ſpoke like a God, fill the Bowl up to tho 


To 
ein calbier'd from the Heavens that leaves the” 
laſt Drop. 
Then Apollo ſent away two of his Laſſes 
With Pitchers to fill at the Well of -Parnaſſes ; 
o Poets new born this Liquor it was brought, 


D caught, 


Fun for Lemons ſepp?d into her Cloſet, 
'hich when ſhe was fick ſhe infus'd into Poſſet. 
For Goddeſſes may be as ſqueamiſh as Gypſies, 


Eclipſes: 
ſe Lemons were call'd the Heſperian Fruit, 


* Dozen of theſe were well ſqueez'd in 
ater a 
The reſt of Ingredients in Order come after; 
ws, Admirer of all things that were ſweet, 
Without her Infuſion-thece had been no Treat) 


mmanded her Sugar Loves white as her Doves: 

To be brought io the Table by à Pair of young 
es; 

o wonderful curious theſe Delties were, 


a. 1 © E 


$ 


Board, | ; 
For making the Bowl, great Jove gave the Word, 


Quoth Fove, I'm inform'd they drink Punch 
upon Earth, f 
Whereby the Mortal Wits far exceed us in Migth z * 


ind they ſuck'd 1t in for their Morning fizſt 


he Sun ind the Moon you know have their 


here a vigilant Dragon was ſaid to lovk to it, 


3" 4 it was ſtrain'd thro a Piece of fine 
| I 2 15 
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| Jelly Bacchus gave Notice by dangling his 
* — 5 Anke — A 

good Punch, | 
What he meant by the Sequel is very well 
They threw in teu Gallons of truſty Langeon. 
Mars, tho' a blunt God, and chief of the Bi 
Was ſet at a Table a curling his Whisken, -* 


Quoth he, fellow Gods, and celeſtial Gallant, 
I wou'd not givea Fig for the Punch without 
Therefore, tay G N de 10 

erefore, my Ganymeae, I do command ye 
To theow in ten 5 of the beſt Nent 

ran * 8 - 

Saturn, of Jil the Gods there he was the oldeſt, 
And we may imagine his Stomach was the coldeſt; 
He out of his Pouch did ſome Nutme gs produce, 
Which being well grated were put in the Juice; 
Neptune this Ocean of good Liquor did crown, 


cn 
S 


a, 


= 


With a Sea Bisket bak'd hard in the Sun. | 
The Bowl being finiſh'd a Health then began, Wl Del 
—- ove, let it be to that Creature call'd Ma; 1 
Tis to him alone our great Pleaſure we owe, Anz 
For Heaven it was never true Heaven till now, 6 
The Gods being-pleas'd the Health it went about, Th 
Till Gorrell-beNy'd Bacchus's great Guts nigh burlt a 
out, Ha 

The other brave Gods did Oceans of Punch 7 
ſwallow, 11 : The 
Aeon with Hounds and with Huntſman did F 
hollow ; e Hoy 

The Punch was delightful, they Plenty did bring 1 
Aud all the World over their Fame it did ting. Hor 
I 


S$.O NG CLI. Ob! what Pla i ,, 


will abound. 6 
H what Pleaſures will abound Wh 
When I've got ten thouſand Pound! B 

O how courted I ſhall be! . 


Oh what Lords will kneel to me! 
- 


$M es 
Who'll diſpute my X 
Wit and Beauty ' + . S- 

When my golden Charms are found  ,, 


O what Flattery 
In the Lottery, 


When I've got ten thouſand Pound ! 


SON G CLI. Auld lang Syne. 


HE Morn was fair, the Sky ſerene, 
The Face of Nature il d, | 

Soft Dews impearl'd the tufted Plain, 
And Daily-painted Wild: 

The Hills were gilded by the Sun, 
Sweet breath d the vernal Air, 

Her early Hymn the Lark begun 
To ſooth the Shepherd's Care. 


When Mira fair and Colin gay, 
Both fam'd for faithful Love, 
Delighted with the rifing Day, 
Together ſought the Grove: | 
And near a ſmooth tranſlucent Stream, 
That ſilent ſtole along, | 
Thus Colin to his matchleſs Dame 
Addreſs d the tender Song, 


Hark! Mira, how from yonder Tree 
The feather'd Warblers ſing, 
They tune their artleſs Notes for thee, 
For thee, more ſweet than Spring: 
How choice a Fragrance thro the Air 
Thoſe Spring- born Bloſſoms ſhed, 
How ſeems that Vi'let proud to rear 
Its purple-tinftur'd Head. | 
Ah! Mira, had the tuneful Race 
Thy Heart-bewitching Tongue, 
Who would not fondly haunt the Place, 
Enamour'd while they ſung? 
13 


* 
„ 2 
— — 2 72 
— * * 4 a * 1 = b - - ” - 
* — — Y — — = 
a# - 
_ : oh "1 — 
"= ry — - \ * K. 5 + 2 — . ä 
. 2 208 — 
_Z * 
JR * 
— E... rr . £ 
” 


_ 
—_— 
- _ — 


— 
* 


N 


— 


>. 0 194 ] 
Ye Flow'rs, on — „ Boſte re, 
Ne'er held wy Place ſo fair, 
Th ye breathe on Ne Breaſt, 
— ſcent the Graces Hair, 


* I to Gems compare thine Eyes, 
Thy bang to Virgin —_ 


__ — to Gales that riſe 
new · blown Roſe? 
Ah, . fo far thy Charms ont thine 
The faireſt Forms we ſee, 
We. "XZ gueſs at Things divine 
2 in thee, 


en, thus enamour d Calin ſung 
His Love - excited Lays, 

The Grove with tender rung, 
Reſounding Mira's Praiſe: 
And thus cries Love, who neary 

And war'd his filken 
What Wonder, fince the Nymph's o 
So fond the Shepherd lings. 


SONG CLIII. 1 never Jab 6. bw 
till now. © 


Neverſaw a Face till now, 
That could my Paſſion move: 
I lik'd, and ventur d many a Vow, 
But durſt noe think of Love. 


Till Beauty, charming every Scouſe 
An eaſy 4. ueſt made * x 


And ſhew'd the 1 rainveſs of Defence, 
While Phillis does invade. 


But oh! her colder Heart denies 
The Thoughts her Looks inſpire g 

And while 2 that frozen lies, 
Her Eyes dart 1 Fire. ; 


b ws 1 
Betwint Extremes I am undone 
Like Plants too Northwaud fet, 
Burnt by too violent a Sun, 
Or chill'd for Want of Heat. 


$0NG CMV. Miele Fair, 
| lay Sherlock | 


Iſtaken, Fair, lay Sherlock by, 
His Do@rine is decriving, 
For whilſt he teaches us to die, 
He cheats us of our living. 


To die's a Le ſſon we mull know 
Too ſoon, without a mater; 


Then let us only ſtudy now 
How we fag the faſtes. 


To live's to love, to bleſs be blefG'd 
With mutual Taclination 3 1 
Sbare then my Ardour in your Breaſt, 
And kindly meet my Paſſi on. FF. 


But if thus bleſs'd IT may not live, 
And Pity you _ | 

To me at leaſt your Sherlock give, 
'Tis I muſt learn 0 dic, 


SON G CLV. o Belly Bell. 


A Curſe attend that Woman's Love, 
Who always would be gicaling, 
The Pertneſs of the billing Dove, 
Like tickling, is but teazing. 
What then in , How can Woman 
If we grow fond they ſhun us 3 
And when we fly chem, abey (purſue, 
But leave us when they've won us · 


14 
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s ON G CLVI. Fair Chloe w 


Breaſt fo alarms. 


Al R Chloe my Breaſt ſo alarms, 
F From ber Power no Refuge I find, 


If another I take to my Arms, 

Yet my Chloe is then in wy Mind. 
Unbleſs'd with the Joy till a Pleaſure I want, 
Which none but my Chloe, my Chloe can grant, 


Let Chloe but ſmile I grow gay, 

And I feel my Heart ſpring with Delight. 
On Chloe I could gaze all the Day, 

And Chloe I wiſh for all Night. 


Ob! did Chloe know how I love, 
And the Pleaſure of loving again, 
My Paſſion her Favour would move, 
And in Prudence ſhe'd pity my Pain: 
Good Nature and Int 'reſt loud both make hex 


kind, 


For the Joy ſhe might give, and the Joy ſhe 
find. ; 4 , 


might 


SONG CLVII. Sœeet are th. 
Charms of her I love. — 


HEN gay Phi'ander fell a Prize 
To Amorett's wr bo, © ml 
He took his Pipe, he ſoug lain, 
Re gardleſs of his growing Pain; 


t the 


— 


And reſolutely bent to wreſt 
The bearded Arrow from his Breaſt. 


Come, gentle Gales, the Shepherd cry'd, 
Be Cupid and his Bow defy'd : 


ut as the Gales obſequiovs flew, 


With flow' 


He did, unknowingly, repeat, 
The Breath of — 1 


Scents, and ſpicy Dew, 


(17 J 
His Pipe again the Shepherd try'd, 
4 And ? bting Nightin ales eply's ; 7 
5 Their Sounds in rival Meaſures move, 
And meeting Echo's charm the Grove. 
His Thoughts, that rov'd, again repeat 
The Voice of Amoret is ſweet. | 
Since ev'ry fair and lovely View, 
His Thoughts of Amoret renew, | 
From flow'ry Lawn, and ſhady Green, 
To Proſpeft gloomy, chang'd the Scene: 
| Sad Change for him! for dung there, 
He thought of Lovers in Deſpair. 
Convinc'd, the ſad Philander cries, 
Now, cruel God, affert thy Prize, 
For Love its fatal Empire gains: 
Yet grant, in Pity to my Pains, 
Theſe Lines the Nymph may oft repeat, 
And own Philandey's Lays are ſweet. 


SON G CLVIIL. 4; Cælia near 
a' Fountain lay. 
Henever, Chloe, I begin 
Your Heart, like mine, to move, 


You tell me of the crying Sin 
Of unchaſte lawleſs Love. 


How can that Paſſion be a Sin, 
Which gave to Chloe Birth ? 
How can thoſe Joys but be divine, 
Which make a Hearts on Earth. 
To wed, Mankind the Pieſts trepann'd . 
By ſome ily Fallacy, _ . 
And diſobey'd God's great Command, 
Increaſe and multiply. 
You ſay that Love's a Crime, content, 
Yet this allow you muſt, | 
More Joy's in Heav'n when one rezent,, 
Than over Ninety jo 
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It diſcovers the Truth ig 


G2 bes 
Sin then, dear Girl, for Heav'nls ſake, _ 
Repent, and be forgiv'n ; 
Bleſs me, then by Repentance make 
A Holiday in Heav'n, . 


SONG CLIX. Hark, away, 1. 


the. Merry ton'd Horn. 


Olly Souls that are gen'rous and free, 
And true Vor'ries to Bacchus will be, 

o great Bacthus' Shrine let's repairy 
And a Bottle or two offer there, 


CHORUS. 


Exempt from Exciſe, our Joys bigher Fe, 
Still wy ne er thinking of what is to bay; 

Our Bottle at 75 gives us ke aud Deligot, 
And drowns all the drowſy Fatigue of the Day, 

Let the griping old Uſurer pine, 

Let the Lover call Phillis divine, 

Let each Man what he fancies command, 

My Delight's in my Bottle and Friend. 
Exempt from, &c. | 


O what Joy from the Bottle there ſprings, 
It can make us greater than Kings; 
If our Spirits by Grief are oppreſs'd, 
Wine alone can procure us ſome Reſt, 
Exempt from, &e. ä 
Great Influence has Wine over Love, 
And the coy can make kinder to prove 3 
Tho' the Nymph very {lighting denies, 
oo Eyes. 
Exempt from, &c. 
It can make us all Heroes in brief, 
And the Wretched forget all his Grief 
It inſpires the Gallant and Brave, 
And Freedom can give to the Slave, 


8 
8 
L 
1 


(99 ] 
CHORUS. 
: Eeaye from Fane our Feys bigher riſe 
* g eo i of . 4 
Our Bottle at Night gives us Joy and Delight, 
And drowns all the drowſy atignes of the Da 


SON G CLX. While the Nn 
agrees that Polly. 


Ark, Lucinda, to the Wooing, 
Murm'ring Turtles am'rons Cooing ? 
Shelly Grots their Love rebound.: 
Streams along the Pebble erilling, 
Heart with trembling Pleaſure 5 
Sweetly anſwer to the Sound, | 
Sweetly anſwer to the Sound. 5 


Twiſted Boughs above combining, 
Loving Joy around them twining, 
Guard thee with a mingled Shade: 
Violets, bluſhing Roſes, 
Od'rous Flowers in various Poſies, 
Dreſs thy Boſom and thy Head, 
Dreſs thy Boſom and thy Head. 


See! their tender Beings flyin 

Quickly fading, 5 e | 
Beauty ne'et was fram'd to laſt : 

Let the Lover onoe adviſe thee, 

To improve the Cood that flies thee 3; 


Soon, ah! ſoon, the Seaſon's. palt, 
Soon, ah ſoon, the Seaſon's patt.. 


Air, with hollow Tempefts ſwelling, 
Gath'ring Clouds a Storm forctelling , 
Shroud in Night the faireſt Day: 
Springing Beauty, gaily. bloeming,, 
dees not lowry Winter's coming, £ * 
To December change her May, 4 
To December change her May. 
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$O N G CLXI.” Eillibulr, 


, 


HE Soldier diabanded, and forc'd for ty - 
May talk of 2 Wars, and his Suff rings fo bard; 


But me ſcam'd o'er with Scars, and with never 
a Leg, : 
His Wants we negleR, nor his Courage regard; 
And the Lale that is poor * 
Is ſent for a Whore, 
With Hemp and with Hammer to make 
Complaint z | 
Burt if you have Money, 
N All Honours ate done ye, 
A Coward's a Hero, a Whore is a Saint. 
SONG CLXII. Over the Hill. 
and far away. | 
Ere I laid on Greenland's Coaſt, 

And in my Arms embrac'd my Laſs, 
Warm amidſt erernal Froſt, | 
Too ſoon the balf Year's Night wou d paſs, 

Were I fold on Indian Soil, f 
Soon as the burning Day was clos d, 
I wou'd mock the ſultry Toil, 
When on my Charmer's Breaſt repos d; 
I wou'd love you-all the Day, 
Ev'ry Night we'd kiſs and play, 
If with me you'd fondly ſtray 
Over the Hills, and far away. 


SONG CLXIII. Lunps off 
Pudding. 
H US I ſtand, like a Turk with his Dor- 
ics all round, | 21% 
From all Sides their Glances bis Paſſion, com 
found 3 7 1 "i 16. 


2 
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For Black, Brown, a0d Fair bis 3 


burns, 


And diff rent Beauties ſubdue him by Turns; 
Each calls to her Charms, to provoke his De- 


fires 
Tho' - willing to all, but with one he retires: ” 


Then think of this Maxim, and put off all Sor- 


row, 


5 The wretched To- Day may be happy To-mor 


oN xv, 5h Ree, 
Trwangdills, 


OR a Soldier or Poet conſumedly poor, 
F I procure a ſmart Woman with Penee, - 
or a Shop-keeper ready to ſhut up his Door, 
A rich Maukin without common Senſe; 
For Beaus batter'd and old, 
State Miſſes with Gold, 
Tho” toothleſs as my Grandmotherz 
For a Fellow damn'd lewd, 
An affected rich Prude ; : 
For like Tallies they hit one another, 


Twangdillo. 


Any Maid who undutiful Parents has got, 
Or a Guardian too rigid upon her, 
Any worn-out Miſtreſs who'd wed and be * 
A Woman of Virtue and Honour; 
Any Widow in want 
Of a ſturdy Gallant, 
Any Wife of her Husband quite Gck, 
To _ Wiſhes | grant 
A Supply in the Nick ; 
Thus 1 pip, Vir with Spirit and Honours 


Twangawlle, 


k. 


Wa ky bg 1 | "MY 
$ONG CLXV,” Rhochus one 
F gaily riding. * 


Aireſt Ille, all Illes etl, 
Seat of Pleaſures, and 
Venus here will chuſe her Dwelling, 
And fotſake her Cyprian — 
Cupid, from his fav? Te Nation, 
Care and Envy will remove, 
Jealouſy, that poiſons Paſſion, 
And Deſpair that dies for Love, 


Gentle Murmurs, ſweet Complaining g. 
22 that blow che Fire Loves $. 
epulſes, kind Diſdaining, 
Sball Ude all the Pains you prove. 


Ev Fans Swain Sol wo l his Duty, 


ſhall 
And as . 2 in 9 
+ Thole ſhall be renoun'd — Love.. 


s ON G CLXVI. 77 Made, &e. 
HAT the World is a Lottery, what 

Man can doubt? 
| When barn wow port when dead we're draw 


And tho* Tickets are bought by. the Fool and 


the Wile, 
ver tis — 97g FH 


Sing 0M Foels all, Fools all, 
Sing Tantarara, Fools all, 


The Court. has itſelf. à bad Lottery's Face, 
W _ — draw a Blank, before. one draws & 
For a Ticket in Law, who would 
Thanks ? gu 
For that Wheel contains ſcarce any but . 
Sing Tantarara, keep outs Reep outy 
Sing Tantarara, keep out. 


"Mong boden and Lawyers ſome good ones. 
But alas they avs rare as the Ten thouſand 
Pound 
How ſcarce is 2 Prize if with Women you deal? 
Take cw hag you marry —— for oh! in that. 
Whee 
(Sing Tantarars) Blanks all, Blavks all, 
(Sing Tantarara) Blanks — cn | 
That the Stage is a Lottery, by is aged, 
Where ten Plays are damn d exc one can ſuccecd. 
The Blanks are ſo many, the Prizes fo few, 
We all are undone, unleſs kindly you 
(Sing Tantarara) day all, dap all, 
(Sing Tantarara) clap all. 


SONG CLXVH. Pops Joan's 
kiſſing Dance. b 
A LL you that do to Love 
{ Mind what my Tale diſcovers, 
And liſten well to this new Song, 


A ſtrange Roundeau of Lovers! 


There were eight Lads ſo blithe and gay, 
That lov'd Seven buxom Laſſes ; 

But that's untoward, alack-a-day! 
When each his Love miſplaces, 

Young Roger made a Vow (d'ye ſee! } 
To be a Spark of Lucy's; : 

But Lucy long'd the Spouſe to be 
Of Joſeph, that ſo — is. 

Now Nan had won the Love of 5 
His Heart, and eke his Fanc Ne, 

He d be content to loſe his Noſe, if 
He cou'd but gain his Nancy. 

Nan cut her Heart in two, to ſhare it 
Twixt Marmaduke and Aaron; 

Both likely Lads, quoth ſhe, I'll ſwear its. 
A Maids need with to ſtare on. 


= For once, in vain, the courted Auſtin, 


d. 


— 


Both Marmaduke and Aaron courted 
Kate, Daughter to à Prick-louſe, | 
Tho Katters with her Suitors ſ 
For her Sweet heart was Nich las. : 
This Nich las woo'd yonng Foan, who ne! 
With ſuch a — =o , My 


For Joan, as ſure as you are there, 


Had a Month's Mind to Jacob. 


Poor Jacob made a woful Stir 
To compaſs nut-brown Lettice, 
And fail'd with much ado, for her 
AﬀeQtions never met his, 
Lettice likewiſe her Love was craſs'd in, 
(Fate order'd it ſhou'd ſo be) 


e * * 
a 
TY 
, [ 


And now, in vain, wooes Toby. 


What Maid wou'd wiſh to be in her Caſg ? 
For Toby, ſhe*s ſo fond on, | 
Runs almoſt mad for little Dorcas, 


That newly came from London. 


Whereas ſhe purely came to viſit 
Her Fellow-ſervant Edward 

To ſee _ JP Face, and kifs it, 
And gladly would go bed- ward. 


While Ned his little Dorcas anſwer'd, 
For loving I don't blame ye, 
*Cauſe you may take an honeſt Man's Word, 
That I as much love Amy. - | 
Amy, ſo pafling fair to look on 
oy 6p debold, * 
Cry'd till her Heart was almoſt broken, 
She would be Roger's Conſort, 


Theſe People good, in ſaddeſt Mood, 1 


With Love, yon woundy. ſtupid, 
Made goes laints, and told theit Wants h 


To Hymes and to Cupid, 


We of 
ald they wed, in Ring ſo sound 
8 — and ſeven Wives; ; * 
And, doubtleſs, they muſt needs have found: 
Great Comfort of their Lives. 


'twas a puzzling Caſe to Hymen z. 
" range! ſaid 5 *twill work ill 3. 
For I've no Licences to tie Men 


And Maids in ſuch a Circle. 


He bid them be, as twas but right, 
content with this Expedient, 

To kiſs all round, for ſo all might 
Have Kiffing that had need on't. 


Young Reger ſhould begin the Play; 
The relt were in their Seaſon, | 


To put it round in friendly Way,, 
2 do each other Reatoo. 


So Roger tall did Lucy call, 
uoth he, I'll not abuſe ye; 
Good Sooth! it would have done one good, 
To ſee him kiſs ſweet Lucy. 


Then Lucy fair demands her Share 
Of her dear Sweet-heart Foſey, 

And kiſs'd him ſo, all People know, 
They both grew wond'rous: roſy.. 


Next Joe did greet his Nan, as ſweet 
A Damſel as you can ſee; | 
Nan for this Youth made up her Mouth, 
So Joſeph kiſs'd his Nancy : © 
Her Sparks were twain, and that being plain, 
Some ſaid that ſhe might ſpare one; 
She, by her Troth, cry'd none or both, 
And kiſs'd one more than Aaron, 


Then Marmaduke and Aaron broke 
Their Minds to Kate the Slattern ; 


Kind Kate held out her dainty Snout, 
And O! how they kifs'd Katters z 


(16 J 
O! Nich'las, Nich'las, where's my Nic laid} 


Hers 
Quoth Kate, the Taylor's Daughter, T. 
Aud kiſs'd, and was with Joy fo tickled, And | 
She ſcarce could hold "a," hay Ha 
Nic ran to Joan, that had no Stays 
But look d as red as Claret, we yy 
And kiſs'd her ſo that *twould amaze one, And 
How any Maid could bear it. A: 


n flew. at Jacob moſt ontra 
And kiſs'd Jar him rn 


Cou'd he have bleated, 2s Civone - ey does, d 

Uis-bobs! ſhe'd op bis Bleating, 1 

O Lettice, then th Jacob ſtout, Thu 
On thy true 1 Pity; 0 

She bid him kiſs his Kiffing out, The 
Becauſe he was ſo witty. 1 

But Lettice call'd aloud for Tub, At 

7 one would call for Muſtard 3 3 
e fain wou'd give Lett the Go-by, c 
But Lettice kiſe'd him Galt bad. \ 

"Tis _ to tell, or to declace Yet 
How Toby ſimpered, | 

When he got Dorcas, his own Drar, 75 
And kiſs'd her quite half dead. 

Dorcas ſhe leer'd on Ned right wiltful, Tt 
And kiſs'd him all to pi | | 

So fir'd, that, were ſhe 22 Piſtol, Ye 
She had gone off in Face his. 

Sir Edward made her no Repartce, F. 

Tho' he was kiſs d fo faſhion, 

As knowing well, by Rules of Art, ſhe T 
Had done it in ber Paſſion :: | 

And then himfſclf was paſſionate too» 1 


Of Amy, — pinſters; 
He threw his Wig off, and his Hat 400, 
And run his Face againſt ber's.. 


7 
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Tuns far and near adenired, | 
And tore her Coife quite off, alths' De 
Had ſcarce whecewith to tie her Mrad. 


Poor Folks may be, moſt certainly, 
In Love, as well as es, | 

And kiſs as well, for anght I can tell, 
As they with all their Gayeties. 


Amy ne'er let a Sweet-heart dodge her, 
But kiſs'd like * 8 | 
And ſtifled Roger, tho? 
Lov'd her * I do. 124 
Thus finely they all dane'd the Hay, 
Or the beſt Boy of Mother z 
The Jelt went round, and none were found 
That would not pledge the other. 
At length they clog'd, and whisk'd about, 
As thoſe that Marjory-Cree dance, | 
O: like to Folk, quite weary'd out, 
Who fain would make good Riddance, 
Yet loth to give it o'er + if 
How cre faſt the dA . 
Tho' before Night, or they're bely'd 
Their Lips all needed Nn 
There ne'er was known, in all the Town, 
Such Kifling as this ſame was; 
Yet, keeping Tat (as is decent) 
Play who, quoth they, can blame us? 


For ſince (as Hymen told them plain) 
Tho' they moſt grievoully burn, 

The Wedding-Nooſe will ne'er contain 
60 many as will Tybars. | 


They all reſolve to live right honeſt, 

And never be upbraided : | 
Ol that young Folk were all admonifh'd 
To do no worſe than they did! 


is" [ 188 } 
But for all this they did not miſs 
Each Sunday after Sarmint, 
To meet, and kiſs, ſome more, ſome 
For Kiffing has no Harm in t. 


Nor would they fail, for a Dozen of Alc, 80 
To kiſs before the King and | 
His Gracious Queen on ee g 
Or any Ground in England. Not 
Suppoſe you might ſee ſuch a Sight M 
Ms Cupid — as I did; * | Wh 
 Whatc'er you ate, I'd almoſt ſwear, A 
You'd not be much afhighted, * 
SONG CLXVIIL Sweet are th i . 
Charms of her, &c. 
T H E utmoſt Grace the Greeks could they, 
When to the Trojans they grew kind, 
Was with their Arms to let em go, | TY 
And leave their ling'ring Wives behind. 
They beat the Men, and burnt the Town, 
Then all the Baggage was their own, 1 
There the kind Deity of Wine Er 
Kiſs'd the ſoft wanton God of Love; 
This clapp'd his Wing, that preſs'd his Vine, W 
And their beſt Pow ts united move. : 
While each brave Greek embrac'd his Punk, 'F 
Lull'd her aſleep, and then grew drunk. 
SONG CLXIX. Bacchus ow Ml * 
Day gaily ftriding, g 
Ove is like the raging Ocean, | 
L When the ſwelling Surges riſe, | 


Winds which guide its troubled Motion, 
Woman's Lemper well ſupplies. 
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TWT. - » 
Man's the eaſy ne, and playi 

On the Surface 0 the Sea, "0 
To the worſt of Ills betraying, 


Cuzid muſt the Pilot be, 
SON G CLXX. Chloe, 4e wiſe, &c. 


H E, that wou'd gain a conſtant Lover, 
Muſt at a diſtance keep the Slave; 
Not by a Look her Heart diſcover, 
Men ſhov'd but gueſs the Thoughts we have. 


Whilſt they're in doubt, their Flame increaſcs, 
And all Attendance they will pay : 

When we're poſleſs'd their Tranſport ceaſes, 
Aud Vows, like Vapours, fleet away. 


SONG CLXXI. For baughty 
Phillis Thirſis pines. 
Rtiſt, who underneath the Table 
Thy curious Feature haſt diſplay'd, 
Who, if we may believe the Fable, 
Waſt once 12 lovely Maid: 
Iaſidious, reſtleſs, watchful Spider, 
Fear no officious Damſel's Brooms 
Extend thy artful Building wider, 
And ſpread thy Banners round my Room; 
While I thy wond'rous Fabrick ſtare aty 
And thin on hapleſs Poet's Fate, 
Like thee confin'd to lonely 
And proudly baniſh'd Rooms of State; 
And as from out thy tortur'd Body, 
Thou draw'ſt thy flender Wit with Pain 3 
Jo does he labour like a Noddy, 
To ſpout Materials from his Brain, 
He for ſome gaudy flutt'ring Creature, 
That ſpreads her Charms before his Eye, 
And that's a Conqueſt little better, 
Than thine o'er captive Butterfly, 
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Have Patience till we've conquer d France, 


A [ wo] 
Thus far, tis plain you both agiee; || 
Your Death, perhaps, may better ſhow is 
"Tis ten to one but Fenury 


Ends both the Spider and uhe Poet. ; 
$ON G CEXXIL When fp 1 ri 
ſato thoſe Lips, thoſe Eyes. 


E AR Molly, why ſo oft in Tears? Shal| « 
Why all theſe Jealoufics and Fean, Soo 
or thy bold Son of Thunder ? | But if 


*. 


— 


Thy Cloſer ſhall be ſtor'd with 
Ye Ladies like ſuch Plunder. | 


Before — Yoke-mate lies, 

Where all the live-lo igt be fi 
For thee in louſy — ghs 

And tho' the Captain's Chloe cries, 

Tis 4 dear Bully, rithee riſe——. 
He will not ler Drab in · 


But ſhe, the cunning*ſt Jade alive, 

Says, Tie the readieſt Way to thrive, 
By ſharing Female Bounties: 

And, if he*lLbe bur kind one Night, 

She vows he ſhall bedubb'd a Knight, 


Whew. ſhe is made a Counteſs. | , 
Then tells of ſmooth young Pages whipp't, WW 
Caſhicr'd, and of they Liviie ppt, | 
Ph. vs — to Peers n W. 

ni now compell'd to | 
With Links, becauſe they would — drudge, B 

To fave their Lady's Longing. 

But Vol the Eunuch cannot be : 1 
A colder Cavalier than he, 


_ all ſuch Love Adventures : . 
en do dear Molly, take 

Some Kies Cave, and d nag beculf 
Your conjugal Indentures, 


thy.) a dif 
lair | who does not Bollair know! 
e Wit, the Beauty, and the Bean, 
Gives oat, he loves you deatly: 
And many a Nymph attack'd with Sighsg 
And ſoft Impertinence and Noiſe, 

Full oft has beat a Parley. 


But, pretty Turtle, when the Blade 

Shall come with am'rous Serenade, 
Soon from the Window rate him: 

But if Reproof will not prevail, 

And he perchance attempt to 
Diſcharge the Jordan at him. 


SONG CLXXUI. Tere will 
find out the Way. 


VER the Mountaing, 
And over the Waves; 


Over the Fountains, 
And under the Graves: 

Orer Rocks which are ſtcepef}, 
Which do Neptune obey 3 

Over Floods which are the deepeſt, 
Love will find out the way. 


Where there is no place, 
For the Glow worm to lie: 
Where there is no ſpace 
For receipt of a Fly: 
Where the Gnat ſhe dares not 
Leſt her ſelf faſt the lay : 
But if Love come he will enter: 


And will find out the Way. 


You may eſteem him 
A Child by his force z 
Or you may deem him 


A Coward, which is worſe: 


„ 


* 


* * 
Bot if he whom Love doth Honow, 
. Be conceal'd from the Day 3 : 39 8 ( 
Set a Thouſand Guards upon him, 
Love will find out the way,” | 


But never ſtop a Lover, 
He will poſt on his way. 


From Dover to Berwick, 
And Nations-thro'-outs 
Brave Guy of Warwick, 
That Champion tout: 
With his Warlike behaviour, 
Thro' the World he did firayy 
To win his Phillis' Favour, 
Love will find out the way. 


In order next enters, 
Bevis ſo brave; 
After Adventures, 
And Policy grave: 
To ſee whom he deſired, 
His Foſtan ſo gay 
For whom his Heart was fired, 
Love found out the way. 


Some think to loſe him, 1 

Which is too unkind ; | 
And ſome do ſuppoſe him, Un 
Poor Heart to be Blind: P 
But if ne er ſo cloſe you wall him, M. 
Do the beſt that you may; | 1 
Blind Love, if ſo you call bim, To 
G k Will find out theway, [ 
[1 Well may the Eagle 
L Stoop down to the Fiſt: K 
TH you may inveigle, 1 
14 Ihe Phaniz of the Eaſt * Th 
4H With Tears the Tyger's moved, 8 
+ To give over his Prey ; Yer 
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SONG CLXXIV. The Second Part, 
To the ſame Tune. | 


H E Gordian Knot, 
Which tiue Lovers knĩt; 
Undo you cannnot, 
Nor yet break it; 
Make uſe of your Lnventions, 
Their Fancies to betray; 
To fruſtrate your Intentions, A 


Love will find out the way. 


From Court to Cottage, 
la Bower and in Hall; 

From the King unto the Beggar, 
Love conquers all: 

Tho' ne'er ſo ſtour and Lordly, 
Strive do what you may z 

Let be you ne et ſo hardy, 
Love will find out the way. 


Love hath Power over Princes, 
Or greateſt Emperor; 

In any Provinces, 
Such is Love's Power: 

There is no reſiſting, 
But him to obey z 

Io ſpight of all conteſting, + 
Love will find out the way. 


If that he were hidden, 
And all Men that are 
Were ſtrictly forbidden, 
That place to declare: 
Winds that have no abiding 
Pitying their Delay; g 
Will eome and bring him Tidings 
Aud dire& him the way. 
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If the Earth ſhould part him, 


He would pa it oer ; 
If the Seas 2 him, 


He would ſwim to the Shore: 
Should his Love become a Swallow, 
Thro' the Air to ſtray ; 
Love would lend Wings to follow, 
And would find out the way. 


There is no ſtriving, 
To croſs his Intent; 
There is no conttiving, 

His Plots to prevent: 

But if once the Meiſage greet him, 
That his true Love doth ſtay ; 
If Death ſhould come and meet him, 

Love will find out the way. 


SONG CLXXV. Pre the ali 
ſvady Woods. 


HR O' the cold ſhady Woods 
As I was ranging, 


1 heard the pretty Birds 


Notes ſweetly changing: 
Doun by the Mendon ſide, 
There runs a River, 
A little Boy I ſpy'd 
With Bow and Quiver. 


Little Boy tell me why 
Thou art here diving ? 
Art thou ſome Run-away g 
And haſt no abiding 

I am no Run-away, 
Venus my Mother, 
She gave me lcave to play, 
hen I came hither. 


| T ww 1] 
Little Boy go with me, 
And be my Servant, 
I will take care to ſee 
For thy Preferment : 
If L with thee ſhoAld go, 
| Venus would chide me, 
And take away my Bow, 
And never abide me. 


Little Boy let me know, 
What's thy Name termed, 
That thou in wear a Bow, 
And go ſo armed: 
You may perceive the ſame, 
With often changing z 
11 it is my Name, 
live by ranging. 


If Cupi4 be thy Name, 
That fhoats at Rovers; 
I have heard of thy Fame, 
By wounded Lovers : 
Should any languiſh that 
Are ſet on fire 5 
By ſuch a naked Brat, 
I much admire, 


If thou doſt but the leaſt 
At my Laws grumble ; 
Il pierce thy ſtubborn Breaſty 
And make thee humble ; 
If 1 with Golden Dart 
Wound thee but ſarely, 
There's no Phyſician's Arty 
That e'er can cure thee, 


Little Boy with thy Bow 
Why doſt thou threatens 
It is not long ago 


Sinze thou wall beaten: 
K 2 


ao wanton Mother, fair 

enus will chide thee 

When all thy Arrows are gone, 
Thou may'ſt go hide thee, 


Of powerful Shafts you ſee, 
I am well ſtored; 

Which makes my Deity 
So much adored: 

With one poor Arrow now 
I'll make thee ſhivers 

And bend unto my Bow, 
And fear my Quiver. 


Dear little Cupid, be + 
Courteous and kindly ; 

I know thou can'ſt not ſee, 
But ſhooteſt blindly : 

Altho' thou call'ſt me blind, 
Surely I'll hit thee 

That thou ſhalt quickly find, 
I'll not forget thee. 


Then little Cupid caught 
His Bow ſo nimble 

And ſhot a fatal Shaft, - 

Which made him trembles 

Go tell thy Miſtreſs dear, 
Thou canſt diſcover 

What all the Paſſions are 
Of a dying Lover, 


And now this gallant Heart 
Sorely lies bleeding 

He felt the greaſt Smart, 
From Love proceeding z 

He did her Help implore, 
Whom he affected, 

But found that more and more 
Him ſhe rejected. 
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For Cupid with his Craft, 
Quickly had choſen, 

And with a Leaden Shaft 
Her Heart had frozen: 
Which caus'd this Lover more 

Daily to languiſh 
And Cupid's Aid implore, 
To heal his Anguiſh. 


He humble Pardon crav'd 
For bis Offence paſt 
And vow'd himſelf a Slave, 
And to Love ſtedſaſt; 
His Prayers ſo ardent were, 
Whilſt bis Heart panted, 
That Cupid lent — 
And his Suit granted. 


For by his preſent Plaint 
He was regarded; 

And his adored Saint 
His Love rewarded: 

Aud now they live in Joy, 
Sweetly embracing, 

And left the lierle Bo 4 
In the Woods chaſing. 


SON G CLXXVI. Toe is the 
Cauſe of my Mourning. | 
Y a murmuring Stream a fair Shepherdeſs 
lay, 
1 * O ye Nymphe, I oftimes heard hor 
Tell Strephon I die, if he paſſes this way, 


And that Love is the Cauſe of my Mourning. 
Falſe Shepherds that tell 4 — and 


Charm 8. 
ou deceive me, for Strepbon's cold Heart nevet 
warms 3 hin . 
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Yet og me this Strephon, lev me die in hi 

rms, 

Ob Strephon ! the Cauſe of my, 
But firſt, ſaid ſhe, let me go 
Down to the Shades below, 
Kre ye let Strophon know 
That I have lov'd him ſo: 

Then on my pale Cheek no Bluſhes will fou 

'That Love was the Cauſe of my Mourning, 4 


Her Eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Streytyy 


came by, 

He ou ſhe'd been ſleeping, and ſoftly drew 
nigh ; 

But — her breathleſs, oh Heav'ns ! did he 


cry 
Ab Chloris ! the Cauſe of my Mourning. 
1 me my Chloris, ye Nymphs uſe your 


rt 

They Sghing, reply'd, *twas yourſelf ſhot the 
art, 

That wounded the tender young Shepherdeſy 


art, 
And, kilÞd the poor Chloris with Mourning. 
Ab then is Chloris dead, 


Wounded by me ! he ſaid 

I'll folloy thee, chaſte Maid, 

Down to the filent Shade, : 
Then on her cold ſnowy Breaſt leaning his 

Head, | 


Expir'd the poor $trephon with Mourning. 


SONG CLXXVII. The Brom 
| of Cowdenknows, 
"Each me, Chlcs, how to prove 
My boaſted Flame ſincere : 


. 4s hard to tell how dearl love, 
And hard to hide my Cate. 


[99] 
20 vain difplays her Charms, 
Sleep fo d u 0 to reſt, 


inly [| reads her ſilken Arms, 
9 — me to her Breaſt, 


Where can Strephon find Repoſe, 
If Chloe is not there? 

For ah! no Peace his Boſom knows, 
When abſent from the fair. 


What tho' Phabus from on high 
With-holds his chearful Ray, 

Thine Eyes can well his Light ſupply, 
And give me more than Day. 


SONG CLXXVIII. Nanſy's zo ie 
Green- Wood gane. | 


N Anſy's to the Gyeen-Wood gane, 
To hear the Gowdſpink chat'ring, 
And Willie he has follow'd her, 
To gain her Love by flat'ring : 
But a that he con'd ſay or do, 
She geck'd and ſcorned at him; 
And ay when he began to woo, 
She bade him mind wha gat him, 


What ails ye at my Dad, quo he, 
My Minny or my Aunty? 

With Crowdy-mowdy they fed me, 
Lang-kail and Ranty-tanty: 

With Bannocks of good Barley Meal, 
Of thae there were right plenty, 

With chapped Stocks fou butter'd well z 
And was not that right dainty ? 


Altho' my Father was nae Laird, 
'Tis Daffin to be vaunty, 


He keepit ay a Kail-yard 
A He bels and r 
K 4 
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A. has 
A good blew Bonnet on his Head, 
n — bout his Cragy 3 | I ( 
And ay until the Day he died, / 
He rade on good Shanks Nagy. 


Now Wae and Wander on your Snout, 
Wad ye hae bonny Nanſy? 

Wad ye compate ye'r ſell to me, 
A Docken till a Tanſie ? 

I have a Wooer of my ain, 
They ca* him ſouple Sandy, 

And well | wat his bonny Mow 

Is ſweet like Sugar-candy. 


Wow Nanſy, what needs a this Din? 
Do I not ken this Sandy? 
I'm ſure the chief of a' his Kin 
Was Rab the Beggar randy: 
His Minny Meg upo her Back 
Bare baith him and his Billy g 
Will he compare a naſty Pack 
To me your winſome Willy ? 


My Gutcher left a good braid 8 word, 
ho? it be auld and 3 

Yet ye may tak it on my Word, 
It is baith ſtout and truſty ; 

And if I can but get it drawn, 
Which will be right uncaſy, 

I ſhall lay baithuny Lugsin pawn, 
That he ſhall get a heezy. 


Then Nanſy turn'd her round about, 
And ſaid, did Sandy hear ye, 

Ye wadna miſs to get a Clout, 
I ken he diſna ' ye: N 

Sac had ye'r Tongue and ſay nae mair, | 
Set ſomewhere elſe your Fancy A 

For as lang's Sandy's to the fore 


Ye never ſhall get Nanſy- 
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SONG CLXXIX. 7 fxed my 
Fancy on her. | 


Right Cynthia's Pow'r divinely great, 
hat Heart is not obeying ? 
A thouſand _ on her wait, 
And in her Eyes are playing. 
She ſeems the Queen of Love to reign z 
For ſhe alone diſpenſes 
Such Sweets as beſt can entertain 
The Guſt of all the Senſes, 


Her Face a charming Proſpe& brin 
Her Breath gives balmy Butte 5 = 
I hear an Angel when ſhe ſings, 
And taſte of Heav'n in Kiſſes. 
Four Senſes thus ſhe feaſts with Joy, 
From Nature's richeſt Treaſure ; 
Let me the other Senſe employ, 
And I ſhall die with Pleaſure. 


SONG CLXXX. When Trees 
did bud, &c, © 


HEN Trees did bud, and Fields were 
reen, 
And Broom bloom'd fair to ſees 
When Mary was compleat Fifteen, 
And Love laugh'd in her Eye 
Blythe Dary's Blinks her Heart did move 
0 =_ her Mind thus free, 
Gang down the Burn, Davie, Love, 
And I ſhall follow thee. 
Now Davie did each Lad furpaſs, 
That dwelt on this Burn · ſide, 
And Mary was the bonnieſt Laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a Bride 
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Her Cheeks were roſie, red and white, 
Her Een were bonny blue; | 

Her Looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her Lips like dropping Dew. 


As down the Barn they took their way, 
What tender Tales they ſaid! 

His Cheek to hers he aft tia lay, 
And with her Boſom play'd; | 

Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair fully bleſt, * 

In yonder Vale they lean'd them down 
— only ſaw the reſt, 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs Play] 
And naething ſure unmeet 

For, ganging hame, I heard them ſay, 
They ; da Wa'k ſac ſweet; 

And that they aften ſhou'd return 
Sic Pleaſure to renew. 

Quoth _ Love, L like the Burn, 

a 


And ay ſhall follow you. 
SONG CLXXXI. Dumbarton': 
Drums, &c. 


Umiarton's Drums beat bonny — O, 
When they mind me of my dear Jony 
— , 

How happy am I 

When my Yoldier is by, 

While he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie - O! 


Tis a Soldier alone can delight me =— O, 
For bis graceful Looks do invite me O 
While guarded in his Arms, 
I'll fear no War's alarms, 
Neither —_— nor Death ſhall c'er fright me 


My Love is a handſome Laddie —— O, 
Genteel, but ne'cs foppiſh nor gaudy —— O: 


> = 


„ 
Tho! Commiſſions hey are dear, 
Yet Ill buy him one this Year, 

For he ſhall ſerve no longer a Cadie — O. 


A Soldier has Honour and Bravery —— 0, 
u with Rogues and their Knavery 
He minds no other thing 
But the Ladies or the King; 
For every other Cate is but Slavery — Oz 
Then I'll be the Captain's Lady —O 
Farewel all my Friends and my Daddy — Oz 
I'll wait no more at home, 
But I'l! follow with the Drum, 
And whene'*er that beats, [ll be ready — O. 
Dumbarton's Drums ſound bonny — O, 
They are ſprightly like my dear Jonny —— O: 
How happy ſhall L be 
When on my Soldier's Knee, 
And he kiſſes and blefies his Annie —— O! 


SONG CLXXXIL Ad Rob 
Moris, e. 


MITH EX. | 
Uld Rob Moris that wins in you Glen, 
He's the King of good Fellows, and Wale 
of auld Men, 
Has Fourſcore of black Sheep, and fonrſcore too; 
Auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo. a 
DAUGHTER. 

Ha'd your Tongue, Mither, and let that abee, 
For his Eild an my Eild can never agree: 
They'll never agree, and that will be mY J. 


For he is Fourſcore, and I'm but Fifteen. 
MITHA ER. 
* Tongue, Doughter, and lay by your 
ride; 
For he's be the Bridegroom, and ye's be the 
Bride; 
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He ſhall lye by your Side, and kiſs ye t 

Auld Rob "Moris is the Man ye . | 
DOUGHTER. 


Auld Rob Moris I ken him fou weel, 
His Ait ſticks out like ony Peet creel, 


He's out · ſuinn'd, in kneed, and ringle-ey'd too; 


Auld Rob Moris is the Man Ill ne'er loo. 
MITH EX. 


Tho auld Rob Moris be an elderly Man, 

Yet his auld Braſs it will buy a new Pan; 

Then, Doyghter, ye ſhoudna be ſac ill to ſhoo, 
for auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo. 


DOUGHTER. 


But auld Rob Moris I never will hae, 

His back is ſae ſtiff, and his Beard is youu gray: 
I had titter die than live wi' him a Lear; 
Sac mair of Rob Moris I never will hear» 


SON G CEXXXIII. Happy's the 
Love which meets Return. 


H Appy's the Love which meets Return, 
When in ſoft Flames Souls equal burn; 
But Words are wanting to diſcover 

The Torments of a hopeleſs Lover. 

Ye Regiſters of Heav'n, relate, 

If looking o'er the Rolls of Fate, 

Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scot the Flower of Yarrow? 


Ah no ! her Form's too heavenly fair, 
Her Love the Gods above muſt ſhare; 
While Mortals with Deſpair explore her, 
And ata Diſtance due adore her. 
© lovely Maid! my Doubts - 
Revive and bleſs me with a Smile ; 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar-a 
Sighing Swain the Banks of Jarrow: 
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Be huſh, ye Fears, I'll not deſpain, 

My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 

Then II go tell her all mine Anguiſh, 

She is too good to let me languiſh : 

With Succeſs crown'd, I'll not envy 

The Folks who dwell above the Sky 

When Mary Scot's become my Marrow, 

We'll make a Paradiſe on Tarrotu. 


$ ON G CLXXXIV. I Will au 
toi my Love. 


Will awa* wi' my Love, 
I will aw?” wi' her, : 
Ito“ a' my Kin had 2 and ſaid, 
I'll o'er Bogie w1? her 
If I can get but her Conſent, 
I dinna care a Strae; 
Tho' ilka ane be diſcontent, 
Awa' wi! her I'll gae. 
Iuill awa”, &c. - 


For now ſhe's Miſtriſs of my Heart, 
And wordy of my Hand, 
And well I wat — part 

For Siller or for Land. 

Let Rakes delyre to ſwear and drink, 
And Beavs admire fine Lace, 

But my chief Pleaſure is to blink 
On Betty's bonny Face. 

I will awa?, &c. 


"There a' the Beauties do combine, 
Of Colour, Treats, and Air, 
The Saul that ſparkles in ber Een 
Makes her 8 ewel rare : | 
Her flowing Wit gives ſhining Life 
To a' her other Charms 
How bleſt I'll be, when ſhe's my Wife, 
And lock'd up in my Arms! 
| will awa*, &c, 


1 
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There blythly will I rant and ſi 
While [4 — Sweets I ran 1 
T'll cry, your humble Servant, King, 
Shamefa* them that wa'd change, 
A Kifſs of Betty, and a Smile, 
Abeit ye wad lay down 
The Right ye hae to Britain's Iſle, 
And offer me ye'r Crown, 
J will awa', &c. 


SONG CLXXXV. And Pil a- 
the Moor to Maggie. 


A ND T'll o'er- the Moor to Maggie, 
h 


Her Wit and Sweetneſs call me, 
en to my Fair I'll ſhow my Mind, 
Whatever may befal me, | 
If ſhe love Mirth L'Il learn to ſing, 
* likes Nine to _— 
ay my Lugs in Pindus Spring, 
And — Apollo. 5 2 


If ſhe admire a martial Mind, 
I'll ſheathe my Limbs in Armourz 
If to the ſofter 5 inclin'd, 
With gaz eſt Airs I'll charm ber: 
If ſhe love Grandeur Day and Night, 
Ul! plot my Nation's Glory, 
Find Favour in my Prince's Sight, 
And ſhine in future Story. 


Beauty can Wonders work with eaſe, 
Where Wit is correſponding; 

And braveſt Men know beſt to pleaſe, 
With Complaiſance abounding. 

My bony Maggie's Love can turn 
Me to what Shave ſhe pleaſes, 

If in her Breaſt that Flame ſhall burn, 
Which in my Boſom blazes, 


207 J 
SON G CLXXXVI. 41 Polwart 


on the Green. 


T Polwart on the Green 
If you'll meet me the Morn, 
Where Laſſes do convene 
To dance about the Thorn; 
A kindly Welcome you ſhall meet 
Fra her wha likes to view 
A Lover and a Lad comyleat, 


The Lad and Lover you, 


Let dorty Names ſay na, 
As lang as e'er they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the Sna?, 

While inwardly they bleez ; - 
But L will frankly ſhaw my Mind, 
And yield my Heart to thee 
Be ever to the Captive kind, 
That langs na to be free. 


At Polwart on the Green, 
Amang the new-mawn Hay, 

With Sangs and Dancing keen 
We'll paſs the heartſome Day. 

4t night, if Beds be o'er thrang laid, 
And thou be twinn'd of thine, 

Thou ſhalt be welcome, my dear Lad, 
To tak? a part if mine. 


SONG CLXXXVII. John Hay's 
bony Laffie. 
Y ſmooth-winding Tay a Swain was reclin- 


| ing, 

Aft cry'd he, Oh hey! maun I ſtill live pining 
My ſe'l thus away, and darna diſcover , 
To my bony Hay that I am her Lover? 
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Nae mair it will hide, the Flame waxy 
. ftranger; f 
If ſhe's not my Bride, my Days are nae langer: 
Then I il take a Heart, and try at a venture, 
May be, ere we part, wy Vows may content her, 


She's freſh as the Spring, and ſweet as Aurora, 
When Birds mount and fing, bidding Day a good 
-  mdrrow: f 
The Sward of the Mead, enamell'd with Daiſies, 
mar * wither'd and dead, when twinu'd of her 
races, N 


But if ſhe appear where Verdures invite her, 
The Fountains run clear, and Flow'rs ſmell the 
ſweeter: 
»Tis Heaven to be by, when her Wit is a flow, 


ing, i 
Her Smiles and bright Eye ſet my Spirits 

glowing. 

The mair that I gaze the deeper I'm wounded; 
Struck dumb with amaze, my Mind is confounded; 
I'm all in a Fire, dear Maid, to careſs ye, 

For a my Deſire is Hay's bony Laſſie. 


SONG CLXXXVIIL Arn thu 
were my ain Thing. 
F Race divine thou needs muſt be, 
Since nothing earthly equals thee; 
For Heaven's ſake, ch! favour me, 
Who only lives to love thee. 
Ann thou were my ain wer, 
IT would love thee, T would love thee z 
Ann thou were my ain thing, 
How dea ly would I love thee! 
The Gods one thing peculiar have, 
To ruin none whom they can fave; 
Oh! for their ſake, ſupport a Slave, 
Who only lives to love thee, 
Ann thou were, &c. 
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Merit I no Claim can make, 
— that I love. and for your ſake, 
What Man can name, III undertake, 
So dearly do I love thee. 
Ann thou were, &c. 


My Paflion, conſtant as the Sun, 
Flames ſtrong r ſtill, will ne'er have done, 
Till Fates my Threed of Life have ſpun, 
Which breathing out, Fil love thee. 
Ann thou were, &c. ' 


6 


Like Bees that ſuck the Morning Dew 
Frac Flowers of ſweeteſt Scent and Hew, 
Sac wad I dwell upo' thy Mou, 
And gar the Gods envy me. 
Ann thou were, &c. 


dae lang's I had the uſe of Light, 
1'd on thy Beauties feaſt my Sight, 
Syne in At Whiſpers through the Night, 
Id tell how much I lao'd thee. 
Ann thou were, &c, 


How fair and ruddy is my Fean, 
She moves a Goddeſs o'er the Green 
Were I a King, thou ſhould be Queen, 
Nane but my ſell aboon thee. 
Aun thou were, &c. 


I'd graſp thee to this Breaſt of mine, 
Wbillt, thou, like Ivy, or the Vine, 
Awund my ſtronger Limbs ſhou'd twine, 
Form'd hardy to defend thee. 
Ann thou were, &c, 


Time's on the Wing, and will not ſtay, 
I ſhining Youth let's make our Hay, 
vince Love admits of nae Delay, 

O let nac Scorn undo thee, 
Aun thon were, & e. 


| 
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While Love does at his Altar ftand, 
Hae there's my Heart, gi'e me thy Hand, 


And, with ilk Smile, thou ſhalt command And | 
The Will of him wha loves thee, be 
Ann thou were, &. | yo 
— 
WILLS ( 
SONG CLXXXIX. 7heCht A 
bad firuck, &c. Gare 
_—_— Clock had ſtruck, faith I cannot 
tell what, | What 
But Morning was came as grey as a Cat; 
Cocks ard Hens from their Rooſts did fly, 
Crunting Hogs tco had left their Stye z And 
When in a Vale, | 
' Carrying a Pail, — 
Cic'ly her new Lover met, Dapper Har; 7 
Firſt they 2 5 He | 
Then ſhook Fiſt, , 
Then talk'd as Fools do that juſt were to Marry, 
Zooks cry'd Hall, I can't but think, And 
Now we are come to Wedlock brink ; 
How pure a ſtock twill be, how fine, | 
When you put your good Mark to mine; But 


Ci at that, 
G owin hot, 
Buſe'd him as if ſhe'd have burnt bim to Tinder 
| ; Thus they Woo, 
But — : 
| Damn'd Fate contriv'd now the Bargain to binder, 


Cic'ly had got a Cold I ſuppoſe, 
And — her Fingers CEP” ing her Noſe 
Barr, that Linnen too wanted I doubt, 
Lent her his Glove, to ſerve for a Clout 
Scraping low, 8 
Manners to ſhow, 


And tell her how much he was her Adorer: 
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Pray wark the Joke, 
Leather Thong broke, 
And Breeches fell down to his Aneles before 


her. 


cis ly who ſaw him thus diſtreſt, 

Pulls off her Garter of woollen Lift z 

And with a fly and leering Look, 

Gave it to mend up what was broke; 
Fumbling he, 
Could not ſee, 

What he diſcover'd tho?, e're he had ty d all. 
For juſt before, 
Shirt was tore, 


And as the Devil would have't ſhe had ſpy d all. 


She gave him then ſocold a Look, 
Diſcontent it plainly ſpokes 
And running from him near a 
He overtook her at a Stile; 
Too much Haſte, 
Milk down caſt, 
And topſy-turvy ſhe fell on her Pole with't : 
He ſeeing that, 
Runs with's Hat, 
„ not cover her C for his Soul 
with't, 


Haye you not ſeen t Noon of Day, 
The Sun his glorious Face diſplays 
SoCic'ly ſhone with Beauty's Rays, 
Reflecting from her Poſtern Grace 
ill at laſt, | 
| Struggling paſt, 
Wide. ſprawling Legs were again ſet in Order: 
But poor Hall, 

Since her Fall, 

Stood juſt like one was found guilty of Murder. 


The God of Love, or elſe old Nick, _ 
Sure bad deſign'd this Deviliſh Trick, 


o 
= 
a , _— 
+ 
[ l ] 


To make the Bridegroom and the Bride, 


With themſelyes diffatisfy'd ; As 
She grown coy, Tief. 
Call'd him Boy, * 
He getting from her cry'd Zoons you've A Rouzer: Ther 
oh, ſhe cry'd, Tc 

o 22 ſpy d, 
She had as live a meer Baby ſhould eſpouſe her, 8 ( 


SONG CXC. Gin ye meet a 
bonny Laſſie. 


ES IN ye meet a bony Laſſie, 
h Gi'e hera Kiſs, and let her gae; 


But if ye meet a dirty Huſſy, 
Fy gar rub her o'er wi” Strae. 


Be ſure ye dinna quat the Grip 
Of ike Joy, when ye are young, 
Before auld Age your Vitals nip, 
And lay ye twafald o'er a Rung. 


Sweet Youth's a blyth and hartſome Time; 
Then, Lads and Laſſes, while *tis May, 
Gae pu' the Gowan in its Prime, 
Before it wither and decay. 


Watch the ſaft Minutes of Delyte, 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her Breath, 
And Kifles, holes a* the wyte 
On you, if ſhe kep ony Skaith, 


Haith ye're ill-bred, ſhe'll a 
Ye'll worry me, ye greedy Rook ; 
Syne frac your Arms Bell rin away, 


And hide herſelf in ſome dark Nook. 


Her Laugh will lead you to the Place, 
Where lyes the Happineſs ye want, 

And plainly tell you to your Face, 
Nineteen Na-ſays are baff a Graute 


13 


to her heaving boſom elin 
And ſweetly toolic for a 5 : 


her fair Finger whup a Rin 
** Taiken of a futute Bliſs. 


Theſe Beniſons, I'm very ſure, 
Arc of the Gods indulgent Grant : 
Then, ſutly Carles, whiſht, forbear 
To plauge us with your whining Cant. 


SON G CXCI. The pawky auld 
Carle, &c. 


HE pawky auld Carle came o'er the Lee, 

I Wy many Good-E'cns and Days to me, 
Saying, Goodwife, for your Courteſle, 

Will ye lodge a filly poor Man? | 
The Night was cauld, the Carle was waty 
And down ayont the Ingle he fat; 
My Daughter's Shoulders he *gan to clap, 

And cadgily ranted and ſang. | 


O wow! quo? he, were I as free, 
As firſt when I ſaw this Country, 
How blyth and merry wad I be! 
And I wad never think lang. 
He grew canty, and ſhe grew fain z 
But little did her auld Minny ken 
What thir ſlee twa togither were ſay'ny 
When wooing they were ſac thrang. 


And O! quo? he, ann ye were as black, 

As e er the Crown of my Dady's Hat, 

'Tis 1 wad lay thee by my Back, | 
And awa' wi* me 4 ſhou'd gang. 

And O] quoth ſhe, ann I were as w 

As &'er the Snaw lay on the Dike, 

I'd clead me braw, and Lady-like, 
And awa' with thee I'd gang. 
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Between the twa was made a Plot; * 
They raiſe a- wee before the Cock, Quo! 
And wylily they ſhot the Lock, M 
And faſt to the Bent are the gane, | 
Up the Morn the auld Wife raiſe, O! | 
Aud at her leiſure pat on her Claiſe , | Illfa 
Syne to the Servants Bed ſhe gaes, Sic a 
To ſpeer for the filly poor Man. * 
( 
She gaed to the Bed where the Beggar lay, Ad 
The Strac was cauld, he was away, | To 
She clapt her Hands, cry'd, waladay, , A 
For Ga of our Gear will be gane. K 
Some ran to Coffers, and ſome to Kiſts, Wi 
But nought was ſtown that cou'd be miſt , And 
She danc'd her lane, cry'd, Praiſe be bleſt, "Y 
I have lodg'd a leal poor Man, Tn! 
Since nathing's awa', as we can learn, And 
The Kirn's to kirn, and Milk to earn, AC 
Gae butt the Houſe, Laſs, and waken wy Bair, W 
And bid her come quickly ben. 
"The Servant gade-wherc the Daughter lay, 80 


The Sheets was cauld, ſhe was away, 
And faft to her Goodwife gan ſay, 
She's aff with the Gaberlunzie · man. 


O! iy gar ride, and iy ae rin, 
And haſte ye find theſe Traitors again; 
For ſhe's be burnt, and he be ſlain, 
The wearifu* Gaberlunzie Man. 
Some rade upo' Horſe, ſome ran a- fit, 
The Wife was wood, and out o' her Witt 
She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd ſhe ſit, 
But ay ſhe curs'd and ſhe bann'd, 


Mean time far bind our o'er the Lee, 

Fu' ſaug in a Glen, where nane cou'd ſec, 

The twa, with kindly Sport and Glee, 
Cut frac a new Cheeſe a Whang: 
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Priving was it pleas'd them baitb, 
Tolse hos Lge her his Aich. 
Quo! ſhe, to leave thee I will be leath, 
My winſome Gaberlunzic-man. 


O! kend my Minny I were wi? 
Illfardly = ſhe crook her 2 1 
Sic a poor Man ſhe'd never trow, 
After the Gaberlunzie- man. 
My dear, quo” he, ye re yet o'er youn 
And ha? na learn'd the Beggars Tongue, 
To follow me frae Town to Town, 
And carry the Gaberlunzie on, 


Wi' Cauk and Keel I'll win your Bread, 
And Spindles and Whorles for them wha need, 
Whilk is a gentle Trade indeed, 
To carry the Gaberlunzie — O. 
I'll bow my Leg, and crook my Knee, 
And draw a black Claut o'er my Eye, 
A Cripple or Blind they will ca? me, 
m. While we ſhall be merry, and fing. 


SONG CXCII. "Twas when the 
Sheep were Shearing, 


Tas when the Sheep were Shearing, 
And under the Barly Mow 3 


Dick gave to Doll a Faring, 
As ſhe had milk'd her Cow : 
Quoth he, I fain wou'd Wed thee, - 
And tho' L cannot Wooe z 
thy Piſh, Hey Cock, Hey, and hey for 4 


3 
Sing, ſhall I come Kiſs thee now, 
Sing, ah! ſhall I come, ſhall I come Kiſs thee 


now 
I long Sweet- heart to Bed thee, 

And N Buckle too, 

With Hey Piſh, Hy Cock, Hey, and Hey for a 
Boy; | 
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Sing, mall I come Kiſs thee now, | 
Sing ab! ſhall I come, ſhall I come Kiſs thee 
now ? | 
| Doll ſeem'd not to regard him, 
As if ſhe did not care; 
Yet fimper'd when ſhe heard him, ] 
Like any Miller's Mate: 
And cunnivgly to prove him, 8 
And value her Maiden-head, 
Cry'd fie, nay Piſh, nay fie, and prithee ſtand 
J 


4 7 
For I am too young to Wed; 
She ſaid, ſhe ne'er cou'd Love him z 


Nor any Man cloſe in Bed; Ar 
f —_— ſh, fie, nay Piſh, nay prithee fand N 
» 
For 1 am too young to Wed. — 
5 6 
Like one that's ſtruck with Thunder, Li 
Stood Dickie to hear het talk; 
All hopes to get her under, W 
This ſad Reſolve did baulk: Ol 
At lait he ſwore, grown bolder, 'T 
He'd hire ſome common Shrew z v. 
For hey piſh, hey fie, hey for a Boy, | 
Sing ſhall I come Kiſs thee now 
In Loving Arms would fold her, Fi 
Ere-ſneak, and cringe, and cry; A, 
With hey piſh, hey fie, hey for a Boy, - A 
Sing, ſhall I come Kiſs thee now? M 
Convinc'd of her coy Folly, 
And ſtubborn Female Will 8 


Poor Doll geew mellancholy, 
The Griit went by her Mill: 
I hope, ſhe cry'd, you're wiſer, 
Then credit what I have ſaid ; 
'Tho' I do cry nay fic, and piſh, and prithee 
ſtand by, y 


f 


and 
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That I am too young to Wed; 
Bring you the Church Adviſer, 
And dreſs up the Bridal Bed 
Then try, tho' I cry, fie and piſh, and prithee 
ſtand by, a 
If I am too young to Wed. 


SONG CXCIII. Toy to the Bride- 
groom! fill the Sky. 


O Y to the Bridegroom! fill the Sky 
With pleaſing Sounds of welcome Joy: 
oy to the Bride, may laſting Bliſs, 

And every Day Hill prove like this, 

Joy to the, Sc. 
Never were Marriage Joys Divine, 
But where two conſtant Hearts combine g 
He that proves falſe, bimſelf doth cheat, 
Like fick Men taſtes, but cannot eat. 

He that, Sec. N 
What is a Maiden-head ? ah what? 
Of which weak Fools ſo often prate? 
'Tis the young Virgin's Pride and Boaſt, 
Let never was found but when twas loſt, 

Tis the, & c. 


Fill me a Glaſs then to the Brink, 
And its Confuſion here I'll drink; 
And he that baulks the Health I nam'd, 
May he die young, and then be blam'd, 
d he that, Sc. 


SONG CXCIV. To Horſe, brave 
Boys of Newmarket, &c. 


O Horſe, brave Boys of Newmarket, te 
Horſe, 
You'll loſe the Match by longer delaying 3 - 


The Gelding juſt now was led over the Courſe, 


I think the Devil's in = for ſtaying: 


„% *; | | 1 Ed. 
Run, and endeavour all to bubble the Sporterg, 
Betts may recover all loſt at the Groom-Portersy' 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, come down to 

the Ditch, - 1 5 
Take the Odds, and then you'll be rich. 


For I'll have the brown Bay, if the blue 
„mie, 59 
And hold a thouſand Pounds of his ſide, Sit; 
Dragon would ſcow'r it, but Dragon grows old; 
He cannot endurc it, he canyot, he wonnot now 
run it a 
As lately he could: | ; 
Age, age, does hinder the Speed, Sie, 


Now, now, now they come on, and ſes, C 
See the Horſe lead the way ftilly 

Three lengths before at the turning the Lands, B 

Five hundred Pounds upon the brown Bay M 

ſtill: 

Pox on the Devil, I fear we have loft, 

For the Dog, the Blue Bonnet, has run ity B 

A 

A 


A Plague light upon it, 
The wrong fide the Poſts 
Odſzounds, was ever ſuch Fortune! 


S ON G CXCV. 1 Winds, t 
whom Collin complains. T 
E Winds, to whom Collin complains p. 
In Ditties ſo ſad, and ſo ſweet, 


Believe me, the Shepherd but feigns, 
He's wretched, to ſhew he has Wit. 


0 
No Charmer like Collin can move, 
And this is ſome pretty new Art: L 
Ah! Collin's a Juggler in Love, 
And likes to play Tricks with my Heart. H 
T 


When he will, he can ſigh and look pale, 
Seem doleful, and alter his Face, 

Can tremble, and breathe out his Tale; 
Ah! Collin has every Pace. 
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The Willow my Rover prefers = 


d To the Breaſts where he once begg'd to lzes 
1 And the Streams that he ſwells with his Tears, 
Are Rivals be lov'd more than I. 
is Head my fond Boſom would bear, 
* my my Heart would ſoon bear him to Reſt 
Let the Swain that is {lighted deſpair, 
3 But Collin is only in jeſt. 
* No Death the Decciver deſigns, 


Let the Maid that is ruin d deſpair | 
For Collin but dies in his Lines, 


Anq gives himſelf that modiſh Air. 


Can Shepherds, -bred far from the Courty 
So — talk of their Flame? 

But Collin makes Paſſion his Sport, 
Beware of ſo fatal a Game. 

1 My Voice of no Muſick can boaſt, 

Nor my Perſon of aught that is fines 

But Collin may find to bis Colt, 
A Face that is fairer than mine, 


Ah! then I will break my loy'd Crook, 
To thee I'll bequeath all my Sheep; 
And die in the much-favour'd Brook, 
Where thou but pretendeſt to weep, 
Then mourn the ſad Fate that you gave; 
In Sonnets ſo ſmooth and divine; 
Perhaps I may riſe from my Grave, 
To hear ſuch ſoft Muſick as thine. 


Of the Violet, Daiſy, and Roſe, 

The Heart's-Kaſe, the Lily, and Pink, 
Let thy Fingers a Garland compoſe, 

And crown'd by the Rivulet's Brink, 
How oft, my dear Swain, did I ſwear, 

How mach my fond Soul did admire 


Thy Verſes, thy Shape, and thy Air, 
Tho deck'd in thy rural Attires 
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Your Sheep-hook you rul'd with ſuch Art, 
That all your ſmall Subje&s obey'd ; 
And ftill you reign'd — of his Heart, 
Whoſe Paſſion you falſely upbraid. 
How often, my Swain, have I ſaid, 
That thy Arms were a Palace to me : 
And how well I could live in a Shade, 
 Tho”adorn'd with nothing but thee? 


Oh! what are the Sparks of the Town, 
Tho? never ſo fine, and ſo gay? 
I freely would leave Beds of Down, 
For thy Breaſt, and a Bed of new Hay, 
Then, Collin, return once again, 
Again make me bar; in Love; 
Let me find thee a faithful, true Swain, 
And as conſtant a Nymph LI will prove. 


SONG CXCVI. Kindly, kindh, 
thus, my Treaſure. 


Indly, kindly, thus, my Treaſure, 
Ever love me, ever charm ; 
Let the Paſſion know no Meaſure, 
Yet no jealous Fear alarm, 
* Why ſhou'd we, our Bliſs beguiling, 
By dull doubting fall at odds ? 
Meet my ſoft Embraces ſmiling, 
We'll be as happy as the Gods, 


SONG CXCVII. Belinda, with 
affeted Mien. 


Elinda, with affected Mien, 
| B Tries all the Pow'r of Artz 
et finds her Efforts all in vain, 
To gain a ſingle Heart: 
Whilſt Chloe in a different way, 
Is but her ſelf to pleaſe, 
And makes new Conqueſts every Days 
Without one borrow'd Grace, 
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Bel inda's havghty Air deſtroys 8 
What native Charms inſpire; e v 
While Chloe's artleſs ſhining Eyes : 


get all the World on Fire: 
Belinda may our Pity move; 
But Chloe gives us Pain, 
And while ſhe ſmiles us into Love, 
Her Siſter frowns in vain. 


SONG CXCVIII. Away you Rover. 
A Way you Rover, 


For ſhame give over, 
You play the Lover 
So like an Aſs ; 
You are for ſtorming, 
You think you're charming, 
Your faint Performing 
We read in your Face. 


SONG CXCIX. Away you Rover. 


E, who for ever, 
Wou'd hope for Favour, 
He muſt endeavour 
To charm the Fair: 
He dances, he dances, 
He da'-a--a-+A-- a · ances, 
He ſighs, and glances, 
He makes Advances, 
He ſings, and dances, 
And mends his Air. 


SONG CC. Go, go, go, go falſeft 
of thy Sex begone. . Helles 


G O, go, go, go falſeſt of thy ſex begone, 
Leave, leave, ah leave, leave me to my 
ſelf alone! 1 2 
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Why would you ſtrive by fond pretenee, 


Thus to deſtroy my Innocence? 


Go, £9, &c, — Leave, lea ve, &c, 


Young Celia you too late betray'd, 
Then thus you did the Nymph upbraid, 
« Love like a Dream uſher'd by Night, 
44 Flies the Approach of Morning light. 
Go, go, & e. — Leave, leave, &c, 


She that believes Man when he ſwears, 
Or leaſt regards his Oaths and Prayers, 
May ſhe, fond ſhe, be moſt aecurſt; 
Nay more, be ſubje& to his Luſt, 
Go, go, &c. Leave, leave, &e. 


SONG CCI. As the Snow in 
Vallies lying. | 


8 the Snow in Vallies lying, 

£ NA Phoebus his warm Beams applying, 
Soons diſſolves and runs away z 

So the Beauties, ſo the Graces 

Of the moſt bewitching Faces, 
At approaching Age decay. 


As a Tyrant, when degraded, 
Is deſpis'd, and is upbraided _ 
By the Slaves he once controul'd ; 
So the Nymph, if none could move her; 
Is contemn'd by every Lover, 
When her Charms are growing old. 


Melancholick Looks and Whining, 

Grieving, Quarrelling and Pining, 
Are th' Effects your Rigours move; 

oo Careſſes, am'rous Glances, 
elting Sighs, tranſporting Trances, 
Are the bleſt Effects of | 
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Fair ones! while your Beauty's blooming, 
Kmploy Time, leſt Age reſuming 
hat your Youth profuſely lends ; 
You are robb'd of all your Glories, 
And condemn'd to tell old Stories 
To your unbelieving Friends. 


SONG CCII. Why we love, and 
why we hate. 


HY we Love, and why we Hate, 
Is not granted us to know; 
Random Chance, or wilful Fare, 
Guides the Shaft from Cupid's Bow, 


If on me Zelinda frown, | 
'Tis Madneſs all in me to grieve 
Since her Will is not her own, 


Why ſhould I uneaſy live? 


If I for Zelinda die, 
Deaf to poor Mixella's Cries, 
Ask not me the Reaſon why, 
Seek the Riddle in the Skies. a 


SONG CCIII, My Goddeſs Lydia 
heavenly fair. 


M Y Goddeſs Lydia, beavenly Pair, 

As Lily ſweet, as ſoft as Air, 

Let looſe thy Treſſes, ſpread thy Charms, 

And to my Love give freſh Alarms. 

O! let me gaze on theſe bright Eyes, 

Tho' ſacred Lightning from them flies; 

Shew me that {oft that modeſt Grace, 

Which paints with charming Red thy Face, 

Gire me Ambroſia in a Kiſs, 

That I may rival Fove in Bliſs, 

That I may mix my Soul with thine, 

And make the Pleaſure 2 Divine. 5 
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© hide ! thy Boſom's killing White? 
5” 1 Milky Way is not ſo bright) 

ſt you my raviſh'd. Soul oppreſa, 
With Beauty's Pomp, and ſweer Exceſs. 
Why draw'ſt thou from the Purple Flood 
Of my kind Heart the vital Blood? 
Thou art all over endleſs Charms; 
O! take me dying to thy Arms, 


SONG CCIV. Ty meet her Man 
the Queen of Love. 


O meet her Mars, the = of Love 
Comes here adorn'd with all her Charmgz 
The Warriour beſt the Fair can move, 
And crowns his Toils in Beauty's Arms: 
The Wartiodr beſt the Fair can move, 
And crowns his Toils in Beauty's Arms, 


SONG CCV. M. fly ye lazy 


| Hours, &c. 
F LY, fly ye lazy Hours, haſte, bring him 
here | 
Swift, ſwift as my fond Wiſhes are 
When we love, and love to Rage, 
Eo'ry Moment ſeems an Age: 
When we Love, and Love to Rage, 
Ev'ry Moment ſeems an Age, 


$SONG CCVI. Oh! my panting, 
panting Heart. 


H ! my panting, panting Heart, 
Why ſo young, and why ſo ſad? 
Why does Pleaſure ſeem a Smart, 
Or I wretched while I'm glad? 
Oh! Love's Goddeſs, who wert form'd 
From Cold and Icy, Icy Seas, 
Inſtruft me why I am thus warm'd ! 


And Dans at once can wound and pleaſe, 


"i a * 


$0NG 3 Juſl toming 2 


4, &c. 
J US T coming puck Sea, our Spouſes and 
c 


we, 

Punch it, we Punch it, we Punch it, 

We Punch it, we Punch it aboard with Cou- 
tagio z 

We 818 „Laugh and Cling, and in Hammocks 
we lwing, 

And Hey, hey, hey, hey, hey my brave Boys 
Bonvoĩagio: 

We Sin „Laugh and Cling, and in Hammocks 
we wing, 

We wy, Laugh and Cling, and in Hammocks 
we ſwing, 

Aud Hey, hey, hey, hey, hey, my brave Boys 


Bonvoiagio, 


SONG CCVIII. I am come to 
lock all faſt. 
A M came to lock all faſt, 


Love without me cannot laſt : 

Love, like Counſels of the Wiſe, 

Muſt be hid from vulgar Eyes ; 

Tis holy, 'tis holy, and we muſt, we muſt con- 
ceal it, 

They —_—_ it, they prophane it, who re- 
veal it, 


They prophane it, they prophane it, who reveal 
it, 


SONG CCIX. There was an 0! 
Man, &c. 


HERE was an Old Man, and he liv'd 
in a Wood, 
nd his Trade it nas making of warty: 
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And he bad a naughty Boy, Jack to his Son, 
And he lay in Bed till 'twas Noon, was Noon, 
And he lay in Bed till 'was Noon, 
No Father e ex had ſo lazy a Lad, 
With Sleep he his Time did conſume, 
In Bed where he lay, ſtill every Day, : 
And would not go cut his green ea, green 
Broom, i 
And would not go cut his green Brooin, 


The Father was vext, and ſorely perplext, 
With Paſlion he enter'd the Room; 
Come Sirrah, he cry'd, I'll liquor your Hide, 
If you will not go gather green Broom, green 
Broom, | 
If you will not go gather green Broom, 
Jack lay in his Neſt, ſtill taking his Reſt, 
And valu'd not what was his Doom, 
But now you ſhall hear, his Mother drew near, 
And made him go gather green Broom, green 
Broom, 
And made him go gather green Broom, 
Fack's Mother got up, and fell in a Rage, 
And ſwore ſhe would fire the Room, 
If Jack did not riſe, and go to the Wood, 
And — home a Bundle of Broom, green 
room, 


And fetch home a Bundle of Broom. 


This wakened him ſtraight, before it was late; 
As fearing the terrible Doom, 

Dear Mother, quoth he, have pity on me, 
I'll fetch home a Bundle of Broom, green 


Broom 


I'll fetch home a Bundle of Broom, 

Then Jack he aroſe, and he ſlipt on his Cloaths 
And away to the Wood very ſoonz 
To pleaſe the Old Wife, he took a ſharp Knife, 

And fell to the cutting of Broom, green 


Broom, 


And fell to the cutting of Broom, 


LM 
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rack follow'd his Trade, and teadily made 
His Goods up for Country Grooms ; 
This done, honeſt Fack, took them at his Back, 
And cry'd, will you buy any Brooms, green 
Brooms, 
And cry'd, will you buy any Brooms. . 
Then Jack be came by a Gentlemants Houſe, 
In which was abuadance of Rooms; 
He ſtood at the Door, and began for to roar, 
Crying, Maids will you buy any Brooms, green 
Brooms, 
Crying, Maids, will you buy any Brooms. 
I tell you they're good, juſt fetch'd from the 
ood, 
And fitted for ſweeping of Rooms; 
Come handle my Ware, for Girls I declare, 
You never had betfer green Brooms, green 
Brooms, 


You never had better green Brooms. 


The,Maiden did call, the Steward of the Hall, 
Who came in his Silks and Perfumes, 
He gave Jack hit Price, and thus in a ttioe 
He ſold all his Bundle of Brooms, green 
Brooms 


He ſold all his Bundle of Brooms. 


Likewiſe to conclude, they gave him rich Food 
With Liquor of Spicy Pertumes | 
The hot Boil'd and Roaſt, did cauſe Jack to 
boaſt, 
No Trade was like making of Brooms, green 
Brooms, 


No Trade was like thaking of Brooms. 


For firſt I am paid, and then I am made, | 
Right welcome by Stewards and Grooms, 
Here's Money, Meat and Drink, what Tra do 
you think | 
Compares with the making of Brooms, green 
Brooms, 


Compares with the making of Brooms, 


1999 
I have a good Trade, more Goods muſt be made; 
To furniſh young Laſſes and Grooms, 
Wherefore I ſhall lack a Prentice, quoth Jack, 
I'll _ him the making of Brooms, green 
cooms, 


I'll teach him the making of Brooms, 


SONG CCX. Ob! lad ne t 
ſome peaceful Gloom. 


O H ! lead me to ſome peaceful Gloom, 
Where none but ſighing Lovers come, 


Where the ſhrill Trumpets never ſound, 
But one eternal Huſh goes round. 


- There let me ſooth my pleaſing Pai 
And never think of War = — Ny 

What Glory can a Lover have 

To conquer, yet be ſtill a Slave? 


SONG CCXI. Oëi lad ne is 
| ſome peaceful Gloom. 


H! lead to ſome — Room, 
| Where none but honeſt Fellows come, 
Where Wives loud Clappers never ſound, 
But an eternal Laugh goes round. 


There let me drown in Wine my Pain, 
And never think of home again: 
What Comfort can a:Husband have, 
To rulc the Houſe where he's a Slave? 


SONG CCXIL i drink, & 
Ell drink, and we'll never have done, 


oys, ‚ 
Put the Glaſs hen around with the Sun, Boys 
Let Apollo's Example invite us, 
For he's drunk every Night, 
That makes him fo bright, 
That he's able next Mayning to light us, 
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Drioking's a Chriſtian Diverſion, 
Unknown to the Turk and the Perſian: 
Let 1 4 _ | 
Live by heatheni ules, 
And dream = their Tea-pots and Coffees 
While the brave Britons fog, a 
And drink Healths to theix Ring. 
And a Fig for their Sultan and Sopby» 


SONG CCXIII. Farewe! my 
 bonny, bonny, &C. 


Arewel, my bonny, bonny, witty, pretty 


Maggy 
And a' the rofie Laſſes _— on the Down : 
Adieu the flowry Meadows aft ſae dear to Focky, 
* Sports and merry Clee of Edinborom 
own : 
Since French and Spaniſh Louns ſtand at Bay, 
And valiant Lads of Britain hold em play, 
My Reap-hook [ mun throw quite away, 
And fight too like a Man, \ 
Among em, for our Royal Queen Anne. 


Each Carle of Iriſh Mettle battles like a Dragon: 
The Germans waddle, and ſtraddle to the 


Drum 3 


The Italian and the Butter-bowzy Hogan AM e- 
an: 
Gord-faith then, Scottiſh Focky mauna ly at 


hame: 
For ſince they are ganging to hunt Renown, 
* they'll quickly ding auld Monſieur 
own 
Tun follow for a Pluck at his Crown, 
To ſhew that Scotland can 
Excel em for our Royal Queen Anne. 
Then welcome from Vigo, 
And cudgelling Don Diego, 
With ftrutting Raſcallions : 
And plundering the Galleons: 
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Zach brisk valiant Fellow 
Fought at Rondondellow, 
And thoſe who did meet, 
With the Newfound-land Fleet; 
When, for late Sucee ſſes, 
Which Europe confeſſes, 
At Land by our gallant Commanders; 
The Dutch in ſtrong Beer, 
Shou'd be drunk for a Year, 
With their General's Health in Flanders, 


SONG CCXIV. Let Soldiers fight 


for Pay or Praiſe. 


E T Soldiers fight for Pay or Praiſe, 
And Money be the Miſer's Wiſh, 
Poor Scholars ſtudy all their Days, 
And Gluttons Glory in their Diſh : 
Iis Wine, pure Wine revives ſad Souls 1 
Therefore fill us the chearing Bowls. 


=y 


Let Minions marſhal every Hair, 


And in a Lover's Lock delight, 
And artificial Colours wear; 

Pure Wine is native Red and White: 
"Ts Wine, &c. F 


The backward Spirit it makes brave, 
That lively which before was dull 
Opens the Heart that loves to ſave, 

And Kindneſs flows from Cups brim- full: 
»Iis Wine, &c. 


Some Men want Youth, and others Health, 
Some want a Wife, and ſome a Punk, 
Some Men want Wit, and others Wealth; 

But they want nothing that are drunk: 
Tis Wine, pure Wine revives ſad Souls; 
Therefore give us the ebea ring Bow!s, 


bt 
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SONG CCXV. Ten art, like 
Troy, my ſtubborn Heart. 


E N Years, like Troy, my ſtubborn Heart 
Wirhſtood th' Aﬀole of fond Deſire 2 

But now, alas! I feel a Smart, | 
Poor I, like Troy, am ſet on Fire. 


With Care we may a Pile ſecure, 
And from all common Sparks defend: 
But oh! who can a Houſe ſecure, 


When the Cceleſtial Flames deſcend! 


Thus was I ſafe, till from your Eyes | 
Deſtruftive Fires are brightly giv'n: {| 
Ah! who can ſhun the warm Surpriſe, g 


When ! 0 the Light'aing comes from Heav'ss f 


SON G CCXVI. Toby Swill. 


O BT Swill 
Has ne er his Fill, 
Tb' he drinks from Night to Day; 
But ſoon as e'er 
The Reck'ning's eall'd, 
Then Toby ſneaks away. 


Toby laughs, 

And puns, and quaffs, 
Until a Bill is call d; 

That ſtrikes him dumb, 

He's then hum- drum, 
Ard all his Mirth is pall'd. 


Pay but his Shot, 
"Tis all forgot, 
And he again his gay : 
He'll ſtand the Rub 
Of a whole Club, 
To drink, and not to pay. 
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the beſt Wife. 
E that has the beſt Wife, 


She's the Plague of his Life, 
But for her that will ſcold and will quarrel, 


Let him cut her off ſhort if 
Of her Meat and her S port, 
And teri times a Day hoop her Bartel, brave 8 


Bo 


SONG CCXVIII. Se, ſer, m 
Seraphina, &c. 


Hree Nymphs contended for my Heart, 
Wich different Charms and Grace; 
The firſt fold Puddings, Pies and Tarts; 
The ſecond Pins and Lace 
The third employ'd herſelf to ery 
The News three times a Week, 
Beſides ev'ry Night 'twas her Delight, 
To cry, Hot bak'd Ox-check. 
Look, Gods, from your celeſtial Bow'rs, 
And guide me to the beſt; 
And may my Faculties and Pow'rs 
Of Heart and Mind be bleſt. 
Whilſt thus I cry'd, the Gods reply'd, | 
Thy Fate can't be revers'd ; 
The Nymph we've choſen for thy Bride 
Sifts Cinders from the Duſt. 


SON G CCXIX, Crzaſe your 
Funning. 
Rithee Billy, 
Ben't ſo ſilly, 
Thus to waſte thy Days in Grief; 

You ſay, Betty 
Will not let ye; 

But can Sorrow gi ve Relicf? 


r AW 
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Leave repining, 
Ceaſe your whining z 
Pox on Torment, Grief, and Woe : 
If ſhe's tender, 


She'll ſurrender; 
If the's tough, een let her go. 


SONG CCXX. Never figh, but 
think of kiſſing. 
EVER ſigh, but think of kifling, 
More, and more, and more of Wiſhing z 
To pofleſs the mighty Blefling, 
While they enjoy it they are true; 
They'll hug, they'll cling, and heave up too, 
But Likny when once regain'd, 
The Favour's to another feign'd. 


Why ſhould we then the Sex admire, - 
For 'twas never their Deſire, | 
To maintain a conſtant Fire 
If Ogling, Wheedling you'll believe, 
T hey ll hourly ſtudy do deccive, 
But we will find out better ways, 
In Muſick, Singing, ſpend our Days. 


SONG CCXXI. When Wit and 
Beauty meet in one. 


\ \ HEN Wit and Beauty meet in ones 
That acts an Amorous part; 

What Nymph its mighty Power can ſhun, 
Or (cape a wounded Heart: 

Thoſe Potent, wondrous Potent Charms, 
Where-e'er they bleſs a Swain ; 

He needs not ſleep with empty Arms, 

He needs not lleep with empty Arms, 
Nor dread fevere Diſdain. 


ILY 
4a ſaw the Shepherds ble 
A mlel of thee Pain; 1 
Unmov'd ſhe hear'd their Oaten Reed, 
They Danc'd and Sung in vain 
At length Amintoy did appear, 
That Miracle of Man ; 
He pleas'd her Eyes and charm'd her Eat, 
He pleas'd her Eyes and charm'd her Ear, 
e Loy'd, and call'd him PAN 


But he, as tho'deſign'd by Fate, 
Revenger of her - poke, | 

Which others ſuffer'd from her Hate, 
Rif'4 and left her Charms; 

Then Nymphs no longer keep in pain 
A plain well-meaning Heart; | 
Left you — join for ſuch Diſdain, 
Leſt you ſhov'd join for ſuch Diſdain, 

In poor Aftraa's Smart. 


SONG CCXXII. 4 Dung Mee 
lately in our Town. | 


Ax Man lately in our Town, 


He went to Bed one Night; 
had no fooner lay'd him down, 
But was troubled with a Sprite: 
vigorouſly the Spirit Kool, 
Let him 4 what he can, 
Sure then he ſaid it muſt be lay'd 
By Woman, not by Man. 


A Handſome Maid did undertake, 
And into the Bed ſhe leap'd; 

And to allay the Spirit's Power, 
Full cloſe to him ſhe crept : 

She having ſuch a Guardian Care, 
Her Office to diſcharge z 

She open'd wide her Conjuring Book, 
And laid the Leaves at large. 


is 
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Her Office ſhe did well perform, 
Within a little Space; 

Then up ſhe roſe, and down he lay, 
And durſt not ſhew his Face : 

She took her Leave, and away ſhe went, 
When ſhe had done the Deed 3 

Saying, if 't chance to come again, 


hen ſend for me with ſpeed, 


$ON G CCXXIII. 4: Cupid 


many Ages paſt. 
S Cupid many Ages paſt 
Wane out — Ne. 2 Air, 
And on the Roſy Morning Feaſt, 
He met Ophelia there, 


A while he gaz'd, a while ſurvey'd 
Her Shape and every part; 

But as his * run o'er the Maid, 
Hers reach d his little Heart. 


His Quiver ſtraight and Bow he took, 
And bent it for a Flight 

But then by chance ſhe caſt a Look, 
Which ſpoil'd his Purpoſe quite. 


Diſarm'd he knew not what to do, 
Nor how to Crown his Love; 

At laſt reſolv'd, away he flew, 
Another Shape to prove. 


A luſtful Satyr ſtraight return'd, 
ln hopes his Form wou'd take: 

For many Nymphs for them have burn'd, 
Burn'd *cauſe they cou'd not ſpeak, 


Ophelia had no ſooner ſpy'd 
His Godſhip, Goat and Man; 
But loudly for afliftance cry'd, 
Aud fleetly homeward an. 


| | 
4 


* 


FRET RO. 
Perplex'd at her Affrigbt, but moe 
t's own Defeat, he ſhook . 
The Monſter off; then fled before, 
And ſtraight Man's AſpeR took. - 


He ſmil'd, intreated, ly'd, and vow d, 
Nay, offer'd her a Sum 3 

And grew importunate and rude, 
As ſhe drew nearer home. 


At laſt when Tears, nor ought cou'd move, 
He thus beſpoke the Fair 

Know Cruel Maid, I'm God of Love, 
And can command Deſpair, 


Yet Dame to ſue, oh ! bleſs me then, 
As you regard your Eaſe; 

For I am King of Gods and Men, 
I give and banifh Peace. 


Or be thou Love, or be thou Hate, 
Enrag'd Ophelia ſwore z 

I' never change my Virgin State, 
Nor ever ſee thee more. 


Exploded Love ieſ ſted fo, 

In pity to Mankind, | 
His Arrows broke, and burnt his Bow, 
And left his Name behind, 


SONG CCXXIV. Lay by yow 
Pleading. 


A by your Pleading, 
L The 2. lies a Bleeding, 


Burn all r Studies down, and throw away 


your Reading; 
Small Power the Word has, 
And doth afford us, 


Not half ſo many Privileges as the Sword does; 


It foſters our Maſters, 
It plaiſters Diſaſters, 
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And makes the Servants uickl 
their Maſters ; 4 7 * =. 
It ventures, it enters, 165400 a g 
It circles, it centres, T 


And ſets a Prentice free from his nee 


This takes up all things, 311 
And ſets up ſmall * * 
This maſters Money, tho“ Money maſters all 
things. 
It's not in Seaſon, 
To talk of Reaſon, : 
Or count it Loyalty, when the Sword will have 
it Treaſon : 
This conquers a Crown too | 
The Cloak and the Gown too; 
This ſets up a Presbyter, — this doth pull bim 
down too; 
This ſubtile Deceiver, 
Turn'd Bonnet into Beaver, 
Down drops a Biſhop, and up ſteps a Wearen, 


It's this make a Lay-man, 
To Preach and to Pray Man, 
And this made a Lord of him, which was befone 
- a Dray-man; 
For from this dull. Pit 
Of Saxbey's Full-Pit, 
This brought a holy Iron-monger to dhe Pulpit 
No Goſpel can guide it, 
No Law can decide it, 
No Church or State can debate it, 
Till the Sword hath fanRtify'd its 
Such pitiful things be 
Happier than Kings be, 
This — in the Heraldry of Thimblesby ad 
Klingsby. 
Down goes the Law- trix, 
For from this Mattis 


OY — — * * 'Y 
Sprung boly Hewſon's Power, and tumbl'd down 
St. Patrick's * 8 
It batter'd the Gun-kirk, | 
So did it the Dum- kirk, Can 4 
__ is fled and gone to the Devil in Dun- 
irkz 
In Scotland this Waſter, 
Did work ſuch Diſaſtee, - 
This brought the Money back for which they 
{old their Maſter: 
This frighted the Flemming, 
And made him fo befeeming, 
That he doth never think of his loſt Lands te- 
deeming, 


But he that can tower, 
Over him that is lower, 
| Would be counted but a Fool to give away his 
| Power; 
Take Books and rent them, 
Who would invent them, 
When as the Sword replies Negatuy Argumentun : 
The grand College Butlers, 
Muſt vail to the Sutlers, 
There's not a Library like to the Cutlers; 
The Blood that is ſpilt, Sir, 
Hath gain'd all the Guilr Sir, 
Thus have you ſeen me run the Sword up to the 
Hilt, Sir. 


SONG CCXXV. A Soldier and 


a Sailor, &c. 


O U Friends to Reformation, 
Give Ear to my Relation, 
For I ſhall now declare, Sir, 
Before you are aware, Sir, 
The Matter very plain, 
The Matter very plain, 


1 
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A Gofpel,Cuſhion- Thumper, 

Who dearly lov'd a Bumper, 

Ad ſomething elfe beſide, Sir, 

If he isnot bely'd, Sir, 

This was a Holy Guide, Sir, 
For the Diflcating Train. 


Ard for to tell you truly, 

His Fleſh was ſo unruly, 

He could not for his Life, Sir, 

Paſs by the Drapet's Wife, Sir, 
The Spirit was ſo faint, Ss. 

This Jolly handſome Quaker, 

As he did overtake her, 

She made his Mouth to water, 

And thought long to be at her g 

Such Sin is no great Matter 
Accounted by a Saint. 


Says he, my pretty Creature, 
Tour Charming Handſome Feature 
Has ſet me all on Fire, 
Teu know what I deſire 

There is no harm to 3 
Quoth ſhe, if that's your Notion, 
To Preach up ſuch Devotion, 
Such open Guides as you, Sir, 
Will half the World undo, Sir, 
A Halter is your due, Sir, 

If you ſuch Tricks approve. 


The Parſon ſtill more eager, 
Than lultful Turk or Negar, 
Took up her Lower Garment, 
And ſaid there was no harm in't, 

According to the Text; | 
For $0'omon more wiſer, 


Than any dull Adviſer, 


; (240 1] 
Had many Hundred Miſſes, 
To Crown his Royal Wiſhes, 
And why ſhou'd ſuch as this is, 

Make you ſo ſadly vext ? 


The frighted female Quaker, 
Perceiv'd what he would make her, 
Was forc'd to call the Watch in, 
And ſtop what he was hatching, 
To fpoil the Light within, Ss. 
They came to her Aſſiſtance, 
As ſhe did make Refiſtance 
Againſt the Prieſt and Devil, 
The Actors of all Evil, 
Who were ſo Grand uncivil, 
To tempt a Saint to Sin. 


'The Parſon then confounded, 

To ſee himſelf ſurrounded, 

With Mob and ſturdy Watch-men, 

Whoſe Buſineſs tis to catch Men, 
In Lewdneſs with a Punk, Sc. 

He had ſome faint Excuſes, h | 

And all to hide Abuſes, | 

In taking up the Linnen 

Againſt the Saint's Opinion, | 

Within her ſoft Dominion, | 
Alledging he was drunk. 


But tho? he feigned Reeling, 
They made him Pay fox Feeling, 
And Lugg'd him to a Priſon, 
To bring him to his Reaſon, 
Which he had loſt before : 
And thus we ſee how Preachers, 
That ſhould be Goſpel-Teachers, 
How they are ſtrangely blinded, 
And areſo Fleſhly.minded, 
Like Carnal Men inclined, 
Ty lye with any Whore, 


Pe ore re en 
— — . — * 
- — 


$0 N G CCXXVI. os / Jenny, 
Jenny, Ce. 
Molly. () H Fen, Jenny, where haſt thou 
Father and Mother are ſeeking for thee: 
You have been ranting, playing the 
Wanton, 


Keeping of Fockey Company. 


„Oh! Molly, I've been to bear Mill chac 
Jenny And 8225 Griſt for the Family, * 
Full as 3 went I've brought home my 
AC 
For the Miller has tooken his Toll of 


— — 


Molly, You hung your Smickets abroad to bleach, 
9 that was done, where could you 
be 
. I lipt down in the quickſet Hedge 
Jux And Jockey the 8 — fell — 2 


Molly. My Father you told you'd to Kirk, 
N When Pave bs 2 could 


vou be? 
Jemy. Taking a Kiſs of the Parſon and Clerk, 
And 2 other young Laddies ſome twe 
or three. . 


Molly. Oh! Jenny, Fennys what wilt thou do, 
12 i Helly rol boell, where wile thou 
r 
Look to your felf for Jockey is true 
* And whilit Clapyer ges will take care 
4 
| M 


r 
SONG ccxxvn. Th . 


Eugene 1% Vienna is gone. 
HE Valiant Eugene to Vieans is gone, 
] And fince deny'd oY 

. To be ſupply'd, 

All = = 5 are any = 5 
or the haughty Y: me, 
New Naa brine come, 
So proud is grown 
* . _—_ one, deln be | 
eyenge ſwears to home: 
And — Loſſes, 
Diſgraces and Croſſes, 
Will ſoon retaliate now the General is gone; 
Oh! Leopold, Oh! Baden, 
be Fiend was perſwading, 
our Priefſt-ridden Clan, 
Simply to baulk ſo rare a Man? 


Tho? Cortbage grow proud, when Story once 
ew Gs 
How well the Grand 
Blind African 
| Ofer the Alps hew'd out his Road; 
All the Rocks in his way | 
Were but Puff-paſte and Clay, 
To thoſe were ſeen, - 
When great 
Made his rugged Eſſay; 
Where no Storm not a 
Loud Thunder, this Wonder 
Could — his Purpoſe cauſe to halt 
or tay? ; 
Tho' Watches, Diſpatches, 
And lying there Friing 
His =. did ſo decay, 
Sable Locks turu'd into Grey, 


C as ] 
Then Latium give o'er, name Ceſar no mote 3 
Nor the Macedon, | 
Whoſe high Renown, 
Were ſo blaz d on beforez 
But let Glorious Engeys, 
That Avguſt Man of Men, 
Be ſounded high, 
As far as Sky, 
Or the Globe can containg 
For a braver, 
Oc bolder, 
Good Soldier, | | A 
Did never on the bloody Field maintain his 
Ground : 
Hell take thoſe remove him, 
And here's to thoſe love him, 
Drink, drink Boys around, 
And his Foes Pluto confound, 


SONG CCXXVIII. Whil# wretched 
Fools ſneak up and down. 
Hilſt wretched Fools ſneak up and 


down, 
Play hide and ſeek about the Town's 
Depreſt by Debts, and Fortune's Frown, 
By Duns to keep in awe : 
Whenever my Occaſions call, 
And 'mongſt my Creditors I fall; 
I've one fine Song that pays em all, 
Fa, la, &c. 
Good Morrow Sir, I'm glad to ſ. 
_ Your Humour is ſo brisk and — 
1 by the better *ris for me, 
f you your Purſe will draw : 
have been two Years at Bed and Board, 
And I, Lord help me, took your Word z 
But now muſt have what here is ſcor'd, 
For all VM Fa, la, la, la, &c. 
* 


Sharp, 


"© 
— 44% l - . 
= m 


N . is but tanks. 
Sharp. My Purſe, ſweet Hoſteſs, is but | 
| * Bur L bave ſomething elſe in _ 
And you at Home Fil kindly thank, 
With charming ſweet Sol fe : 
We'll fit and chaunt from Morn to Noon, 
No Nightingale in May or Jause 
Did ever Sing ſo fine a Tune, 
As Fa, la, la, la, la, la, &c. 


Hoſt. You take me for an Ideot ſure, 
Will this fine Tune my Debt ſecure 3 
Or Pay my Baker and my Brewer, 
r keep me from the Law: 
To buy your Shirts there's Money lent, 
Beſides in Meat and Drink more ſpent 
And can you think I pay my Rent t 
With Fa, la, la, la, la, la, &c. 


8 


I'll teach thee ſuch a p , 
© Shall pleaſe the Rich, Poor, ld, and 
. Youngs 
Get thee . Stont and Strong, 
. Some Grange Rich Jack- __ 
Nay, more I' to quit m 
A — of Toping Sons of + 4 = 
Shall Drink allNight and charm the | 
With Fa,la, lay la, la, la, &c, 
Hoſt. Ye cunning Rogue this wheedlingT 
4 You — => out my Challe z ” 
But I your fly Deſign will baulk, 
When you to Jayl I draw: 
Your boaſted Song's a fooliſh thing, 
For do but you the Money bring ; 
You'll find I can already fing . 
2 Fa, la, la, la, la, & c. 


Sharp, Well fince Dame Fortune is my Foe, 
And that I muſt to Priſon gog 
Let's have a neat Frisk or ſo, 
And then rub on the Law: 
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Well fince you're on the merry Pin 
uy And make fo flight the Counter-Ciz 5 
I'll do't, and let the Tune begin; 
With Fa, la, &c. | 
Sharp. Has not my Dance ill Humour charm'd, 
Hoſt. 1 muſt confeſs my Blood is warm'd: \ 
Sharp, And Heart I hope by Love alarm' | 
To laugh Ha, ha, ha, ha! 250 is 
Hiſt, You think you've catch'd me now I ſmile, 
Harp. No that I'll do at Night dear Child; 
Hoſt, Well Vil the Bayliffs top a while, 
To try your Fa, la, la, &c. 


SONG CCXXIX, Come Jug, &c. 
John. Ome Fug, my Honey, let's to Bed, 
It is no Sin, ſin we are wed z 
or when I am near thee by Deſite, 
I burn like any Coal of Fire, 


To quench thy Flames Pl] ſoon agree, 
7 Thod art the Sun, and I the 8 
All Night within my Arms ſhalt be, 


And riſe each Morn as freſh as he. 


CH O. Come on then, and couple 1 
Come all, the Old and the Toung, 
The Short and the Tall; 
The richer than Ctceſus, 
And poorer than Job, | 
For *tis Wedding and Bedding 
Tat Peoples the Globe, 

My Heart and all's at thy Comman 

= And tho' I've never a Foot of — 
Vet ſix fat Ewes, and one milch Cow, 
I think, my Jug; is Wealth enow. 

Jug · A Wheel, ſix Platters and a Spoon, 774 
A Jacket edg*d with blue Galloon; 
My Coat, my Smock is thine, and ſhall, 
And ſomething under beſt of all. 


CHO. Come on then, &c. 
| M3 


i 
SONG CCXXX. Smug, rich m 
Fantaflick old Fumbler was known. 

Mogs rich and fantaſtick old Fumbler was 


nown 5 
t Wedded a juicy briak Girl of the Town; 
Her _ like an Angel, Fair, Plump, and a 


al 
Her Lote well in Tune too, cou'd be but hare 


plaid: 
But loft was his Skill, let him do what he can, 
She finds him in Bed a weak filly old Man; 
He coughs in her Ear, *tis in vain to come 


Forgive me, my Dear, I'm a filly old Man. 


She laid his dry Hand on her ſnowy ſoft Breaſt, 

And from thoſe white Hills gave a Glimpſe of 
the Beſt 3 | 

But ah! what is Age when our Youth's but a 


Span | 
She folnd him an Infant inſtead of a Man. 
Ah! Pardon, he'd cry, that I'm weary ſo ſoon, 
You have let down my Baſe, I'm no longer in 
Tune 3 
Lay by the dear Inftrument, prithee lie fill, 
I can play but one Leſſon, and that I play ill. 


SONG CCXXXI. If Gold could 
lengthen Life, I ſwear. 
I F Gold could lengthen Life, I ſwear, 
It then ſhould be my chiefeſt Care; 
o get a Heap, that I may 


ſa , 
When Death came to — his Pay, 
Thou Slave, take this, and go thy way. 


But ſince Life is not to be bought, 
Why ſhould I plagne my ſelf 1 noug ht, 
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Or fooliſhly diſturb the Skies, 
With vain Complaints} or fruitleſs Cries 
For if the fatal Deſtinies 

Have all decreed it ſhall be ſo, 

What good will Gold or Crying do? 


Give me to caſe my thirſty Soul, 

Tho # oys and Comforts of the Bowl z 
Freedom and Health, and whilſt I live, 
Let me not want what Love can give: 
Then ſhall I die in Peace and have 

This Conſolation in the Grave, 

That once I had the World my Slave. 


SONG CCXXXII. Liberty's the Soul 
| of Living. 


F Iberty's the Soul of Living, 
— Hour new Joys receiving z 
No ſharp Pangs our Hearts ate grieving, 
Liberty's the Soul of Living. 
Here are no falſe Men purſuing, 
Youth or Beauty toits Ruin ; 
Murm'ring Sighs, like Turtles cooing, 
Nor the bitter Sweets of Wooing. 
CHORUS. 


Then * we are doom d to be Chaſte, 
* 


Loving is counted a Crime z 
Let's do what we can, not to think of a Man, 
But make the beſt uſe of our Prime. 


SONG CCXXXIII. Born with tbe 
Vices of my kind. 
ORN with the Vices of my Kind, 
L were inconſtant too, 
Dear Cynthia, could I rambling find 
More Beauty than in you. 
M4 


— —— Hanes ? um 
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| The rowling Surges of my Blood, 
By Virtue now ebb'd low z 
Should a new Show'r encreaſe the Flood, 
Too ſoon *twould overflow. _ 
| But Frailty when thy Face I ſee, 
Does modeſtly retite; 
Uncommon muſt her Graces be, 
Whoſe Look can bound Deſire, 


Not to my Virtue, but thy Power, 
This Conſtancy is due; 


When Change it ſelf can give no more, 
»Tis eaſie to be true. 


SONG CCXXXIV. What's the 
worth of Health or Living. 


H A T's the worth of Health or Living, 


If we ſtint our ſelves of Bliſs ; 
Grief is but aſclf-deceiving, 


Chuſing may be for what is. 
Dos'd all. Night, and daily weepin 
Zealots think to Heaven to climb 3 
Thus with Canting and with Sleeping, 
The poor Sots loſe all their Time, 
Give me Love, and give me Wine too, 
For Life's Cares to make amends z 
Wit and Poetry Divine too, 
And a charming Female Friend : 
In a Moral honeſt Station, 
To my Grave in Peace I'll go; 
Let the Bug Predeſtination 
Fright the Fools no better know. 


SON G CCXXXV. Have you ſets 
Battledore Play. IN 
H AVE you ſeen Battledore Play, . 
Where the Shurtlecocks fly to and fto one: 
Or, have you noted an April Day, now raining, 


Now ſhining, now warming, now ſtorming ? 


Ab! juſt, juſt ſuch as theſe is a Woman. 
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Nv. 4 RE 
Love and true Merit do prevail 5 
For always we hold a wet Eel — Tail; 
2 ne er are idle, their Humour's a 
id Cz 
They prick with their Needle, and ogle and 
wheedlez - | 
And if they have Charms, *© 
Tis rarely that Beauty is true t'ye, 
For few or none you are ſure ate your own, 
But in your Arms, 


$ON G CCXXXVI. Kind Heave 
no Peace to the Perjur'd allows. © 
K IND Heay'n no Peace to the Perjur d 
allows, 
' a F. _ gloomy Book keeps account of all 
ows; 
And Jove that does view the falſe and the true, 
— ho kept their Promiſe, and who deceiv'd 
who: | 
Will ſwear by the Skies, and Ganymede's Eyes, 
No Woman that mingles Affection with Art; 
And 2 in the Farcè of the World plays a 
art 
Shall ever hereafter, ſhallever bereafter, 
Shall ever hereafter break a fond Heart, 
Shall ever hereafter break a fond Heart. 


SONG CCXXXVII. Zet Oliver 


now be forgotten. 
E T Oliver now be forgotten, | 
His Policy's quite out of Doors; 
Let Bradſhaw and Hewſon lie rotten, 
Like Sons of Fanatical Whores 3 
For Tony's grown a Patrician, 
By Voting Damn'd Sedition, 
For many Years 
Fam'd Politician, _ + - 414 a 
The Mouth of all Presbyter-Pcers. 
M s 


EL 
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Old Tonya Turn-coat at Wore'fley, 
Vet ſwore he'd maintain the King', Right; 
But Tory did ſwagger and bluſter, 
Yet never drew Sword on his Side 
For w_ like an old Stallion, 
He has till the Pox of Rebellion, 
And never was ſound, 
Like the Camelion, 
Still changing his Shape and his Ground. 


Old Rowl:y's return'd (Heav'ns bleſs him} 
From Exile and Danger ſet free : 
Old Tony made haſte to addreſs Him; 
And ſwore none more Loyal than he: 
The King who knew him a Traytor, 
And faw Vim ſquint like a Satyr; 
| Yet, thrn' his Grace, 
Pardon'd the Matter, 
And gave him fince the Parſe and the Mate. 


And now little Chancellor Tony 
With Honour had feather'd his Wing, 
He carefully pick'd up the Money, 
But never a Groat for the King : 
But Tony's Luck was confounded, | 
The Duke ſoon ſmoak'd him a Round - bead, 
From Head to Heel 
Tony was ſounded, | 
And great York put a Spoke in his Wheel. | 


And now little Tony in Paffion, 

Like Boy that had nettl'd his Breech, | 
Malicioufly took an Occafion 

To make a moſt delicate Speech 3 
He told the King like a Croney, 
If e'er he hop'd to have Money, 

He muſt be rul'd: 
| Oh fine Tony! 

Was ever Potent Monarch fo ſchool'dF 
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The King iflues out Proclamarion 
By Learned and Loyal Advicez 
But Tony poſſefſes the Nation 
The Council will never be wiſe: 
For Tony is madder and madder, 
And Monmouth's blown like a Bladder, 
And L——ce too, 
Who grows gladder, 


0 


That they the great Tork were like to ſubdue, 


But Deſtiny ſhortly will croſs it, 

For Tony's grown Gouty and Sick; 
In Spight of his Spiggot and Fawſer, 

The States-man muſt go to old Nick: 
For Tony rails at the Papaſts, 

Yet he himſelf is an Atheiſt, 

Tho* ſo preciſe, 

Like holy Quack, or Prieſt in diſguiſe. 


But now let this Rump of the Law ſee, | 
A Mazim, has learned in part: 4 
Whoe'er with his Prince is too ſawey, 
'Tis fear'd he's a Traytor in's Heart: 
Then Tony ceaſe to be witt 
By buzzing Treaſon i*th' City, 
And love the King; 
So ends my Dirty: 
Or elſe may'ſt thou die, like a Dog in a String, 


so NG CCXXXVIIL. By the. 
daily circling Glaſs. 
B Y the gaily circling Glaſs 
We can ſee how Minutes paſs ; 
y 


the ho low Cask are told 
How the waining Night grows old, 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy Da 
Drives us from our Sport — Play. 
What have we with Day to do 7 


Sons of Cate! *rwas made for you, 


OP — wa — * — * 
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SONG CCXXXIX, Would yiu 
taſte the Noontide Air? 
W O U LD you taſte the Noontide Alt! 
Where woven with the Poplar Boug 


To yon fragrant Bower repair, » 

The mantling Vine will ſhelter you, 
Down each ſide a Fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murmuring, as it goes 
— o'er the moſſy Ground, 

Sultry Phebus ſcorching round. 
Round, the languid Herds and Sheep 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny Hillocks ſleep, 
While on the Hyacinth and Roſe 

The Fair does all alone repoſe, 

All alone — and in her Arms ' 
Your Breaſt may beat to Love's Alarme, 
Till bleſs'd and bleſſing you ſhall own 
The Joys of Love are Joys alone. 


SONG CCXL. Fame's an Ed, 
prattling double, 


en M E's an Echo, — double 
n empty, airy, glittering 

A Breath — ell, a Breath can fink it, 
The Wile not worth their keeping think it. 


Why then, why ſuch Toil and Pain 
Fame's uncertain Smiles to gain ? 
Like her Siſter, Fortune, blind, 
To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, 


And the worſt her Favour find. 


S O N G CCXLI. Live, and love, (ts 
I'V E, and love, enjoy the Fair, 
Baniſh Sorrow, baniſh Care, 

Mind not what old Dotards ſay, 

Age has had his ſhare of Play, 

But Youth's Sport begins to Day, 


yo | 


Lie? 
1 
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From the Fruits of ſweet Delight | 2 
Let not ſcare-crow Virtue fright. 

Here in Pleaſure's Vineyard we 

Rove, like Birds, from Tree to Tree, 

Careleſs, airy, gay, and free. 


CHORUS, 


Away, away, away, 
To Comus' Court repair, 

There Night outſhines the Day, 
There yields the melting Fair. 


O NG CCXLII. Ne Glory I covet; 
/ mo Riches I want. 


O Glory I covet, no Riches I want, 
Ambition is nothing to me; . 
The one thing I beg of kind Heav'n to graut, 
Is a Mind independent and free. | 


My Paſſions unrvfM'd untainted with Pride, 
By Reaſon my Life let me ſquare 

The Wants of my Nature are cheaply ſupply'd, 
And the reſt are but Folly and Care. 


Thoſe Bleflings which Providence kindly has lent 
I'll juſtly and gratefully prize 

Wilſt ſweet Meditation x chearful Content 
Will make me both happy and wiſe. 


How vainly thro' infinite Trouble and Strife 


The Many their Labours employ z 


When all that is truly delightful in Life 
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy- 


SONG CCXLII, The wanton God, 
that pierces Hearts. 
HE wanton God, that pierces Hearts, 
Dips in Gall his pointed Darts, 
But the — diſdains to pine, 
Who bathes the Wound wich roſy Wine, 
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Farewel Lovers, when they're cloy d; 
If I am ſcorn'd, becauſe enjoy's, 
Sure the ſqueamiſh Fops are free 
To rid me of dull Company, 


They have Charms, whilſt mine can e, 
1 love them much, but more my Eaſe 
Nor 2 Fears my Love moleſt, 


Nor faithleſs Vows ſhall break my Reſt, 
Why ſhou'd they cet give me Pain 
Who to give — Aldein 7 e 
All I hope of mortal Man, 

Is to love me whilſt he can, 


SONG CCXLIV. From Tyrant 
5 Laws and Cuſtoms free. 


ROM Tyrant Laws and Cuſtoms free, 
We follow ſweet Variety, 


By Turns we drink, and dance, and | 
Love for ever on the Wing. * 


Why ſhould niggard Rules eontroul 
Tranſports of the jovial Soul ? 

No dull ſtinting Hour we own: 
Pleaſure counts our Time alone. 


SONG CCXLV. Or every Hill, 


in every Grove, 


N every Hill, in every Grove, 
Along the Margin of cach Stream, 
Dear conſcious Scenes 91 former Love, 
I mourn, and Damon is my Theme, 
The Hills, the Groves, the Streams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


Now to the moſſy Cave I fly, 
Where to m — Loft he ſung, 

Well pleas'd the browſing Goats to ſpys 

As o'er the airy Steep they hung. 


at 


SK 
The moſſy Cave, the Goats remain, | 
Boe Des Re TRE 


Now thro the rambling Vale I paſs, 

And ſigh to ſee the e 
I weep, and kiſs the bended Graſs, 

Where Love and Damon fondly play'd. 
The Vale, the Shade, the Graſs remain, 

But Damon there I ſeek in vaio, 


From Hill, from Dale, each Charm is fled, 
Groves, Flocks, and Fountains pleaſe no more, 


- Each Flower in Pity droops its Head, 


All Nature does my Loſs —_— 
All, all reproach the faithleſs Swain, 
Yet Damon ſtill 1 ſeek in vain. 


RECITATIVE 


Love, the greateſt BliG below, 
How to tafte few Women know, 
Fewer ſtill the Way have hit 
How a fickle Swain to quit. 
Simple Nymph, then learn of me, 
How to treat Inconſtancy, 


SONG CCXLVI. By ding 
Brook, and Fountain Brim. 
Y dimpled Brook, and Fountain Brim, 
The Wood-Nymphs deck'd with Daifies 
trim 


Their merry Wakes and Paſtimes keep: 
What has Night to do with Sleep ? 


Night has better Sweets to prove z 
Venus now wakes, and wakens Love: 
Come, let us our Rites begiaz 


'Tis only Day-light that makes Sins 


> i =o 
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S O N G CCXLVIE Preach wt ne 
pour muſiy Rules. 
Reach not me your muſty Rules, 
P Ye Drones, that would in idle Cell; 
he Heart is wiſer than the Schools, 
The Senſes always reaſon well. 
If ſhort my Span, I leſs can | 

To paſs.a ſingle Pleaſure » ap 
An Hour is long, if loſt in Care, 

They only live, who Life enjoy. 
SONG CCXLVII. Come, cone, 
bid Adieu to Fear. 3 
OM E, come, bid Adieu to Fear, 

Love and Harmony live here, 
No domeſtick jealous Jars, 

Buzzing Slanders, wordy Wars, 
In my Preſence will appear, 
Love and Harmony reign here. 


Sighs to amorous Sighs returning, 
Piles beating, Boſoms burning, 
Boſoms with warm Wiſhes panting, 
Words to ſpeak thoſe Wiſhes wanting, 
Are the only Tumults here, 

All the Woes you need to fear, 

Love and Harmony reign here, 

How gentle was my Damon's Air ! 
Like funny Beams his golden Hair, 
His Voice was like the Nightingale's, 
More ſweet his Breath than flow'ry Vales. 
How hard ſuch Beauties to reſign! 
And yet that crucl Task is mine! 


SONG CCXLIX. Love, the 
greateſt Bliſs below. 
N OR on Beds of fading Flowers, 
Shedding ſoon their gaudy Pride 
Nor with Swains in Syren Bowers, 
Will true Pleaſure long reſide. 


tm 


| 4. e A 
On awful Virtue's Hill ſublime, "IS 
Enthroned fits th* Immortal Fair; 
Who wins her Height, muſt patient climb, 
The Steps are Peril, Toil, and Care, 
from the Firſt did ordain 
1 Bliſs for — Pain. 


SONG CCL. 4 lovh Laſt 
a Fryar came. | 
OW do they err who throw their Love 
On Fate or Fortune wholly, 
Whom only Rants and Flights can move, 
And Rapture join'd with Folly? 
For how can Pleaſure ſolid be, 
Where Thought is out of Seaſon t 
Do I love you, or you love me, 
My Dear, without a Reaſon ? 
Our Senſe then rightly we'll employs 
No Paradiſe expeRting z 
Let envying none the trifling Joy» 
That will not bear reflecti ug: 
For Wiſdom's Power, ſince after all, 
E'en Life is paſt the curing, 
Softens the worſt that can bes 
And males the beſt enduring. 


SONG CCLI. How happy are tus. 


O W happy are we, 
Who from Thinking are free, 
That curbing Diſeaſe of the Mind? 
Can indulge ev'ry Taſte, 
Love where we like beſt, 
Not by dull Reputation confin'd. 


When we're young, fit to toy, 
Gay Delights we enjoy, 
And have Crouds of new Lovers till wooing z 
When we're old and decay'd, ge” 
We procure for the Trade, 
Still in every Age we are doing. 
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If a Cull we meet, 
We ſpend what we get, 
Ev'ry Day for the next never think; 
When we die, where we go, 
We have no Senſe to know, 
For a Bawd always dies in her Drink- 


SONG ecru. Gavot in Othy, 


Acchus, God of mortal Pleaſure, 
Exer give me thy dear Treaſure, 

How | long for t other Quart ! 
Drowſy Waiter, 

Since *tis no later, 


Why ſhould good Companions part ? 


He that's willing 
Whip a Shilling, 
Follow this Example round: 
If you wear a lib*ral Spirit, 
Put about the generous Claret, 


After Death vo Drinking's found, 


SONG CCLIII. If Love's 4 fue 
. Paſſion. 

I F Love's a ſweet Paſſion, why does it tor 

I 


ment ? 
a bitter, O tell me whence comes my Com- 
plaint ? f 
Since 1 _ with Pleaſure, why ſhould I com- 
plain OEM 
Or grieve at my Fate, ſinee I know tis in vain : 
Vet ſo pleaſing the Pain is, fo ſoft is the Dart, 
That at once it both wounds me, and ticklc 
my Heart. 


I graſp ber Hands gently, look languiſhing 


down 


And by paſſionate Silence I make wy Love 
known, 


x 


7— 


the, 


ET - -: 
But ob! how I'm bleſs'd when ſo kind ſhe does 
ove, 
By — willing Miſtake to diſcover her Love 3 
When ia ſtri v to hide, ſhe reveals all her 
Flame, 


And our Eyes tell each other, what neither dare 


How leafing is Beauty, how ſweet are the 
Charms ? , 
How — 2 Embraces, how peaceful her 

Arms 
Core there's —_— ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
Tis 9 us on Earth, and by all things above: 
And to . auty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt 
ie 
For hs Beauty that conquers, and keeps the fair 
eld. 


SONG CCLIV. 7 wi my Love 
were in a Mire. 


Leſt as the immortal Gods is he, 
The Youth who fondly fits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while, 
Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile. 
So ſpoke, and ſmil'd, the Eaſtern Maid ; 
Like thine, ſeraphick were her Charms, 
That in Circa ſſia s Vineyacl ſtray d, 
Aud bleſt the wiſeſt Monarch's Arms. 


A thouſand Fair, of high Deſert 
Strove to enchant the am'rous King z 
But the Circaſſian gain'd his Heart, 
And taught the royal Bard to ſing. 
Clarinda = our Song inſpires, bet 
And claims the — | — ſofteſt Lays: 
But while each Charm our Boſom fires, 


Words ſeem too few to ſound her Praiſe. 
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Her Mind in ev'ry Grace compleat, 
To paint, ſurpaſſes human Skill: 
Her Majeſty, mixt with the Sweet, 
Let Seraphs ſing bet, if they will. 
Whilſt wand'ring, with a raviſh'd Rye, 
We all that's perfe@ in her view, 
Viewing a Siſter of the Sky, 
To whom an Adoration's due, 


SONG .CCLV. If Love's fut 
Paſſion. 


F Wine be a Cordial, why does it torment ? 
If a Poiſon, oh tell me, whence comes my 
Content ? 
Since I drink it with Pleaſure, why ſhould Icom 
plain 7 | 
Or repent ev'ry Morn, when I know 'tisin vain: 
Yetſo charming the Glaſs is, ſo deep is the Quart, 
That at once it both drowns, and enlivens my 
Heart. 


I cake it off bang, and when it is down 

By my jolly Complexion I make my Joy known 

But oh! — I'm bleſt! when ſo ſtrong it does 

rove 

By ts ſovereign Heat to expel that of Love! 

When in quenching the old, I create a new Flame, 

_ am wrapt in ſuch Pleaſures that ſtill want a 
ame. 


SONG CCLVI. 4 ne, why 1 
| ſiend you bers. 


SK. me, why I ſend you here 
4 This Firſtling of the Infant Year? 
$ 


me why I ſend to you 
This Primroſe all be-pearl'd with Dew? 
I muſt wiſper to your Ears, 


The Sweets of Love are waſh'd with Tears, 
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A me, why this Roſe doth ſhow 
All yellow, green, and ſickly too ? 
Ask me, why the Stalk is weak ? 
Aud yielding each way, yet not break ? 
I muſt tell you) theſe diſcover 
What Doubts and Fears are in a Lover, 


so NG CCLVII. Gather your 
Roſe-buds, while you may. 


ſuut Ather your Roſe-buds, while you may, 
Old Time is ſtill a flying * 
Aud that ſame Flow'r that ſmiles to Day 
To motrow will be dying. * 


The glorious Lamp of Heav'n, the Sun, 
The higher he is getting, 

The ſooner will his Race be run, 
And nearer he's to ſetting. 


That Age is beſt, that is the firſt, 
While Youth and Blood are warmer g 

Expe& not the laſt and worſt, | 
Time ſtill ſucceeds the former. 


Then be not coy, but uſe your Time, 


While you may go m 3 
For having once is kf vs Prime, 
You may for ever tarry. | 


SO NG CCLVIII. Or, on, my dear 
Brethren, &c. 


ure 
And refine on the Rules of old Architecture: 
High Honour to Maſons the Craft daily bringe, 
To thoſe Brothers of Princes, and x cllows of 


"TT ey" IR 
Wy drove the rude Fandals and Gbr off the 


„ 
And gert d the old Arts of Auguſtus! fam d Age; 
And Veſpaſian deſtroy d the vaſt Temple ia rainy 
Slnce ſo many now riſe under Montague's Reign, 


The noble five Orders, eompos'd with ſuch An, 
Shall amaze the ſwift Eye, and engage the whole 
Heart; . | 
Proportion, ſweet Harmony, gracing the whole, 
Give our Work, like the glorious Creation a Soul, 


Then Maſter and Brethren, preſerve your great 
ame 
This Lodge ſo majeſtick ſhall purchaſe you 
| ame 3 
Rever'd it ſhall ſtand *till all Nature expire, 
And its glorics ne er fade, till the World is on 
Fire. . 


See, ſee, behold here what rewards all our Toil, 

Inſpires our Genius, and makes Labour ſmile: 

To our noble Grand-Maſter let a Bumper be 
crown'd, | 


: 


To all Maſons a Bumper, ſo let it go round. 


Again, my lov'd Brethren, again let it paſs, 
Our ancient, firm Union cement with a G 
And all the Contention *mongſt Maſons ſhall 
Who better can work, or who better agree, 


SONG CCLIX. You Maiden, 
you Wives. 


N the Bonk of a River, cloſe under the 
Young Cleo and Silvia one Ev'ning were laid, 
The _ pleaded ſtrongly for Proof of his 
5 ve 
Bot Honour had won ber his Flame to reprove, 
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' the Sun ? 
Or what is rich Nectar, the Taſte being gone 


Mongſt Flowers on the Stalk ſweeteſt Sens, 


o dwell, 


But if gather d, the Roſe itſelf loſes the Smell. 


Dies deareſt of Nymphs, the brisk Shepherd 
If e'er «_=A wilt argue, begin on Love's Side, 

[a Matters of State let grave Reaſon be ſhown, 
But Love is a Pow'r will 10 ruled by none. 

Nor ſhould a coy Beauty be counted ſo rare, | 
For Scandal can blaſt Lo the Chaſte and the 


Fair : 


uot free are the Joys Love's Alembick do an. | 


And the Roſes are ſweeteſt when put to the Still, 


SONG CCLX. 4. Cælia near 
a Fountain lay. 


Wie yielding firſt to Dawon's Flame, 
I ſank into ba Arms ; 

He ſwore he'd ever be the ſame, 

Then rifled all my Charms. 


K fond of what be long deſir'd, 
Too eager of his Prey, 
My Shepherd Flame Lo expir'd, 
the Verge o | 


My Innocence of Lovers 542A 
proach'd his quick Defeat ; 
Conſus d, aſham'd, and bath'd in Tears, 
I mourn'd his cold Retreat. 


At length, ah! Shepherdeſs, cry'd he, 
Words you m Fire 3 


You muſt, alas ! retreat like me, 
I'm loſt if you purſuc. Fa 4 


Fe en A, where's the Luſtre when Clouds he 


ec — 005 


F * 1 


s oN & CCLXI. Wer Man in bi 


Wits, &e. | | 
HAT Man in his Wits bad not nacher 


been poor, 

Than for Lucre his Freedom to gire; 

Ever buſy the Means of his Life to ſecure, 
And ſs ever negleRing to live. 

Inviron'd from Morning to Night in a Croud, 
Not a Moment unbent, or atone ; 


Conſtrain'd to be abjett, though never ſo proud, 


And at ev'ry bne's Call but bis own, 


0 Still repining, and ey Tron each How, 


' Yet ftudiouſly flying it 
3 Means of enjoying his Wiſh in his 
ower | 
But accurſt with his wanting the Will, 
For a Year muſt be paſt, or a Day muſt be c 
Before he has — to 8 Ita 
He muſt add to his Store this or that pretty 


Sum, 


And then he'll have Time to be bleft, 
But his Gains more be wit ching the more they 


increaſe, | 
Only ſwell the Deſire of his Eyer i 
Such a Wretch let mine Enemy live, if he pleaſe, 
But let not wine Enemy die. 


SON G CCLXII. hen Celadon, tee. 
H E N Celadoy firſt from his. Cottage 


did ſtray, 
To court his dear Fugg on a Hillock of Hay; 


- What aukward Confulſon oppreſt the poor 


Swain, 


| When thus hi deliver d bis Paſſion in Painl 


in hi; 


| rather 
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Oh Toy of my Heart, and Delight of my R 
4 Jug tis for thee faith Cad devs A 
My Pipe I've forſaken, tho“ reckon'd ſo ſweet, . 
And ſleeping, and waking, thy Name 1 te- 
reit · N | 
Wies Swains ts an Ale-houſe by force do me 
Inſtead of a Pitcher, I call for a Fuggy 
And op you can't chide at repeating your 
ame, 4 
When the Nightingale every Night does the 
e. | | 
Beet Fugg he a hundred times o'er does repeat, 
Which make People ſay that his Voice 1s {o 
we et: | 
Oh why can you laugh at my ſorrowful Tale; 
Too — | ur'd that my Words won't _ 
prev Ex" 
For Roger the Thatcher paſleſſes thy Breaſt, 
As he at the laſt Harveſt- Supper confeſe'd : 

I own it, ſays Fugg, he has gotten my Heart, 
His long curhng Hair is ſo pretty and ſmart. 
His Eyes are ſo black; and his Cheeks areſo red, 

I more with me, than all you have 
3 
Tho' you court me, and kiſs me, and do what 


ou can, 

"Twill ſignify nothing, for Roger's the Man» 
SONG CCLXIII. Thy Dangers 

alarm me. | 

'L L face &'ery D ref; Dear, 

For Fe — os CN Is Lond is lin- 

Ill face very | Danger to teſene my Dear, 
For Fear is a Stranger, where Love is ſincere 

N 
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| Regal but Gres us, Deſpair me eſe, 
f Beauty on us to pant 5 the | 
Repulſes, Se. ' {Da Cope, 


SONG CCLXIV. Farewel ye 
and Valleys. . . 


Arewel, ye Hills and v 
Fiatewelß ye verdaut Shades: 

I' make more pleaſant Sallies 
To Plays uerades, . 

With aka Town - barter 
Thoſe Banks where Floweas grow, 

What's Roſes to a Garter} - 
What's Lilies to a Beau? 


1 Tow, Dick, and KH 
Farewel, Mo ln, Nel, ad , 
No longer maſt I tarry, 
But bid e all adieu. | 
For Time I will retire 
And amidſt the 
Where many a Kni Dn ned bg "Squire 
Will wait —＋ 3 


Farewel, ye ſhady Bowers, 
Where Loven often meet, 
And paſs the filent Hours 
With melting Kiſſes ſweet, 
Of all the Countey Pleaſure, 
I take a long Adieu, 
For I have no more Lei | 
To waſte away with you a f 


SONG CCLXV. — | 


Had rather enjoy _ { 
; A (iba * 
Than one who is e | 
For tho? — r | 
She ſcarcely will ſmile, 
Vet at leagrh her Fort i is invaded, 


" 


"i 


&. 
1 0 
bro 
” "11" 


6 3 


When then ſhe" ane 75 {ao ne” hh 
You doubly 54 Ms 
Tho? from N a while you te conſit d ; 
The Heart is on fire 
With zcalous Deſire, 
Aud the Joy of a Lover refin'd. 
The Pleaſure's not full, 
But damnably dull, 
When too willing a Miſtreſs we find; 
I'd have her ſirſt frown, ; 
Her Paffion difown, 
And begin by Degrees to be kind, 
SON G CCLXVI. L:t's be leut 
ul our Glaſes. 
J Olly Mortals, fill your Glafles, 


oble Deeds are done by Wine ie, 
corn the Nymph and all her Graces, 
Who'd for Love or Beauty pine ? 
Look within the Bowl that's flowi 
And a thouſand 2 you'll 
More than Phillis, tho' ju * 
Ia the Moment to be ib 
Alexander bated Thinkin 
Drank about at Council 
He ſubdu'd the World by Drinking , 
More than by his — ding Sw 


S O0 NG CeLXVII. Of all the 
Girls that are ſo ſmart. 


F all the Toaſts that Britain 
The Grim, the Gent, the Jolly, 
The Brown, the Fair, the Debonair, 
There's none ery'd up like Polly; 
Sh! has fir'd the Town, * quite cut dowa 
The Opera of Rol; 
Go where you will, the Subjekt ill 


ls preity, pretty . 


. 4 
$300 ; at [ 268 4] 
Vhete's Madam Fauſting Catſo, © oy 
— Madam Catſoni, F 
Likewiſe Signior Seagfino, ' 
Are 2 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, do te mi fa; 
Are now but Farce and Folly! 
We're raviſh'd all with Toll, loll, lol}, 
And pretty, pretty Polly. i 
The Sons of Bays, in Lyric Pla 
Sound forth — F dee fn — 
And as we paſs, in Frame and G 
We ſee her Metzotinto: | 
: Inly- Lane the City Strain 
Is more on ſtrait-lac'd Dolly 3 
And all the Brights at Man's and jfhite's, 
Of nothing talk bur Polly; 


Ab, Jobany Gay, thy lucky Pla 
112 — be Cocks A 
They cry tis flat, tis this, tis 
But let them laugh that win-a: 
I ſwear parblen', dis naif and new, 
Ill- Nature is but Folly, 
T has lent a Stitch to Rent of Rich, 
And fet up Madam Polly. 


Ah! tuneful Fair, beware 
Nor toy with Star and Garter 3 F 
Fine Cloaths may hide a foul Inde, 
And — — — a Tartar. | 
If powder'd Hop blow up your Shop 
rein — you — . 
Then left to rot, you'll die forgot, 
Alas! alas! poor Polly, | 
SO N G CCLXYIII. 72, bh 
grey-ey'd Morn. | 
E T Joy alone take place, and Mu 


ſoun 


To celebrate the Day conform the Voice; 


16 
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Then let the W erer Bride's 
go round, ; 
Aud. ever _ Lad: a Nee AY | 
Each take the Glaſs in hog and roaſt the Fai ale, 
Until her Name ſhall make the Bowl divine 2» 
Drink, *ris but in hope to baniſh Care, 
But loſe not all your Praiſes in her Wiae. 
Let jolly Bacchus round the Table go, 
For he the Prologue is to Cupid's F lame; * 
Where Claret and g 1 freely low - © n 
Youth fires, and it warms the frozen Dame 1 
Let no Man think to flinch, but fill each Giafs, 1 
For drinking only can au 5. __ > 1 
Nor ſhall the vir Bride nor Bridegroom paſs |: 
For Bacchus now prepares them for the Ni * | 
Let Health and Wealth,: indul algent Happineſs, L 
For ever on this new - made Pair attend = 
Let each in mutual Love the other bleſs, 
So may their Joys tranſporting never end: 
Let ſomething be BY Iſſue of Lt =_ 
And pour upon them ev'ry Day a Joy; 
Each happy 2 that for which they ſhove, 
Atev'ry nine Mesths end a thumping Boy, 


$0 NG CCLXAIX. Genthy touch the 
warbling Lyre. 


\ \ ] Hilſt you jant it up and down, 

8 Through the noiſy, reſtleſs Town, 
84 ſtudying Man, 

Still a Here- and there - ian; 201 

Or at Plays admiring. fir, I. ' 
Harleguin's prodigious Wit. * 


How d'ye think my HoursT ſpend 7? 


Fancy thus, Friend, 
With freſh Mir and Execiſe, TM 
Driving far Diſeaſe and bn Reyoſ 


Lull'd at Night wirk seal 
What .your City —_ eke * 


* 
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Nothing interrupts y Eaſe, =» + 
But L "Te — pleaſe 3 
Careleſs dreſs, and: plainly feed, 
In the Grove I walk and read 3 /* 
Wich eaſy Pad I take the Air, 

Now and then 1 courſe the Hare, 


Cleanly Phillis ſets my Salt, 
Truſty Roger brews my Malt; 
Chearful Neighbours at my Call, 
hen diſpos d, to chat witbal: 
us unknown to Fame and Strife, 
Stealing thro' the Vale of Life, 


$ O N G CCLXX. Czlia my 
no longer depreſs — _ 


L Y me not, Silvia z why do fly mel! 

Hear me, fair Siloa, Nn 
Tho' you deny me: 
You're all my Treaſure, 

You're all my Joy, and all my Care. 
See how I langui ſh, 

See how languiſh, ah! cruel Fair! 
Smile then and heal me, 
Or frown and kill me, 

For Death is better than Deſpair, 


SONG CCLXXI. as withis 
a Furlong. 
Charming cunning Man! thou haſt bees 


wondrous kind, 
ney golden Words do now prove true, l 
nd g | 

Ten thouſand Tranſports wait, | 

To crown my happy Fate, 
Thus kiſs'd, and preſt, 

And doubly bleſt, 
In all this Powp and State 3 
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New Scenes of Joy ariſc, er git 
Which fill me with Surprize, » . FRM 
y Rock and Reel, 17 2821 < 1139 } 
And Spinnin Wheel, 18 . 


And Husband I defpiſe :, 
. now adieu, 
For hence I cannot, will not, no, nor muſt not 
buekle too. i 


SONG CCLXXII. When I was 
Dame of Honour. 


I NE Ladies with an artful Grace, 
Diſguiſe each native Feature, 

Whilſt flatt ring Glafſes ſhew the Face, 
As made by Art, not Nature: 

But we poor Folks in bome-ſpun Grey, 
By Patch, nor Waſhes tainted, 

Look freſh, and ſweeter far than they 
That ſtill are finely painted. 


SONG CCLXXIII. Gently touch 
the warbling Lyre. 


E AIR Siena, Queen of Love, 
Delge to hear the captiv'd Swain, 
vithin All he atts or ſays apprave, _ 
Strive to mitigate his Pain; 
| In ſoft Tranſports meet the Boy z 
ſt been Mutually diffolve in Joy. 


true, [ Sweeteſt Slumbers will compoſe, 
Love ſhall animate the wholez 
Eaſt bleſt Minute that we loſe, 
Only robs our ſofter Soul : 
Fondly then let us embrace, 
Each poſſeſling ad poffeft. 
of - 


: 
: 


| „.... On . 


T9. *: 
Hymen's Toys ſhall then anite, 
AI x Cee too ſhall join ; 
Melting Raptures crown the Night, 

Make the Pleaſuxe all divings | - - 
Tranquil Rxtaſies confels, _ *. 
All is Tranſport, all is Bliſs. 


' —_ * | F | 
S O N'G CCLXXIV. Dang Divy, 
Ann : Ff 
B Y — — dull Care away, 
i and airy, 
Never vary, ; 
In your Tempers, but be gay. 
Let Mirth know no Ceflationz 
We all were born (Mankind agree). 
From dull Reflection ro be free, 
But he that drinks not, cannot be: 
Then anſwer your Creation. 


When Cupid wounds, grave Hymen heals, \- 
| Then all our whining, 
Wiſking, ftrivivg, | 

To embrace what Beauty yields, 
Is left when in Poſſeſſion; 

But Bacchus ſends ſuch Treaſure forth, 
Poſſeſſion never palls its Worth, 

We always wiſh'd bert from our Birth, 
And ſhall for ever wiſh-on. 


All Malice here is flung aſide, 
Each takes his Glaſs, 
No Healths do 
Nor Party. Feuds here e er abide, 
They nought but IN occafion ; 
We only meet to celebrate 
The Day which brought us to this State, 
But not to curſe, _—__ to hate 
The Hour of our tion, 


a * 
* 


NG CCEXXV.' Maid: | 
oN cen ue, fr 


* 
0 


- * 8 
AIDEN, freſh ava Roſe. | 
Young, buxom, and fulf of Follity | 
Take no $ among Beaus, . 
| Fond of their _ — : 
4 He whowears a lon F 
ry All powder d — from his P s 
And with his Noſe full of Snuſh, - TH. 


SnuMes out Love in-a merey, Veim.. - 


Who to Dames of high Place, 

Does prattle like any Parrot too 
Yer with Doxies a Brace, | 

At Night pigs in a Garret too: 
Patrimony out-tun, 

To make a fine Shew to carry thee z, 
Plainly, Friend, thou'rt undone, 

It fach a Creature marry thee. 


Then for fear of a Bride, 
Of flattering Noiſe and Vanity, 
Yoke a Lad of our Tribe, 
He'll ſhew the beſt Humanity: 
Flaſhy thou will find Love, 
I civil as well as ſecularzy % 
But when the Spirit doth move,, 
We have a Gift particular. 


Tho' our Graveneſs is Pride, 
That Boabies the more may venerate,, 
He that gets a good Bride, is. 
Can jump when he's to generate: 
Off then goes the Diſguiſe, © | 
To Bed in his Arms he'll carry thee 3; © © 
Then to be happy and wifey ß 
Take Tea and Nay to matry thee. 


Ns 
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8 o NO Cetaxxvi. 05 
1.20 Tridfure ! 4 4 by | 
HI my Treaſure! 8 
Crown my Pleaſure, 
Let this be the ha OY fl Up pry 
_ De blets me, K he pd 
me be: 2. 
: hy me ny Agar * Delight, 
With dear Delight. 


Leave -this er 

1 Diſſemblin 

1 _ aſide all K — 1 
e's ſoft Pleaſure, 


Beyond Meaſure, | _ - 
Will attone for all its Smart. 


$ONG "CCLAXVIL. Marguet 
| . Ghoſt. of ws Ne 


Ta: 2 fleve wida abe Hou, 


When all were faſt afle 
In glided Marg'ret's s grim oft, 
And ſtood at William's Feet. 


Her Face was like an April Morn, ö 
— in — 3] i Hand, 
clay-cold w i 
That eld her A Shroud, 


So ſhall the faireſt Face appear 
When Youth and Years are flown g * 
Such is the Robe that Kings muſt el | 
When Death has reft their Crown. 


Her Bloom was like the ſpringing Flow's 
That ſips the filver Dew: 

The Roſe was budded in bes Cheeky „ 
Jet op'ning to the View. | 
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Love had, like the © Canker-wormy 
wee, — r 
rew Cy 2 
_— * 4 before her Time, 


* . 4 
Awake, ſhe cry'd, thy True Love calls, 
Come from her il night Grave 2: 
Now let thy Pity hear the Maid, 
Thy Love 'retus'd to fave. 


This is the dumb and dreary Hour, 
When injur'd Ghoſts complain z 


0 
, 4 


Now yawoing Cra ves f "MY e ks. 


To haunt the fait 


Bethiok thee, 1 . br th — Pale 
hal Fre back ey Maids Voir 
ive me my > 


And give me back my * 
Why did you promiſe Love to nie, | 
And not that Promiſe keep ? * 
Why did you ſwear my Eyrs were dhe, 
et leave thoſe Eyes to weep ? 


How could you ſay my Fo Face 
And yet that Face fForl; 


<< 


And made the Scirlex 
Ard why did I, young w 0 TTY 
Believe the flath's "ing Tale 
That Face alas) ho more is mir, | 
Thoſe Lips no longer red | 


Dark are my Eye s, now claw in Death, 
2 ev'ry 1. is fled 


ungty Worm * Liſter is, 
17. inding ſheet I wear 
And cold and =o y 1 laſts our Night, + 
Till that Jadt appear, 


How could you win my Vi 
Yet leave that Heart to wry = 
Why did you ſay my Lips woe wet, 


— * 
fi * 7 . 0 
- 


\ 
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- 
. 


5" 


_ of 


But hark! the Cook has, vid fag 
A long and * 
Come ſee, falſe ben, bow 2 ſhe lies, - 


That dy'd for Love gf you 


The Lark ſung _ the Morning d. 
And rais'd 4 licr* ring 

| Pale William bd in ev 155 es, 

1 And raving left his Bed. : 


F He hy'd him to the fatal Place, 
= 3 | Where Marg ret's Body lay; 
1 BBS And ſtrerch'd 12 on the Green Graſs Turf, 
That wrapt her breathleſs Clax. 


\ BY 
LF | And thrice heeall'd on COON | 
i | Mee! 


And thrice he wept 1 
Then laid his Check de to the cold Grave, _ 


And Word ſpake never more. 1 
SONG CCLXXVIIL. 4 Trifing 
Song, Xe. x i 


| N good King Lem s Land, = 
- 1 1 Git of high Degree, I 
There liv'd.a Dycr grand, 
And a very good Dyer was he: 
This Dyer was married forſooth, 
And married in truth was he, 
To a Maid in the Bloom of her Youth, 
And ſhe gave bim ſome Jealouſy, 


In vain bad he ſought to diſcover 
| What he little defir'd to ſee ; 
| Never dreamivg his Wife had a Lover, 
Of monkey-tac'd Monſicur Þ Abbe. 
He thought of a politick way, 
To bring all the Matter to light, - 
By his feigniog a Journey one Bay 
And by lying in * at Night, 


. * 
OS. 


k 71 
The Horſes were brought ro the Door, 
Ev'ry Sign of 4 ourne — 2 
Whilt his Wife (chat diſſem aer 
Was bedew'd in het Crocodile eats. . 
A thouſand — 0 E 1475 
To ſhew net at his 6 
But bo was the Trick of the e SE 
And regardleſs as old Womens farting, 


The Dyer was now out —_ 
And prepar'd to diſcover Treaſon z. 
Lou will find be was much in the right, 
And I'm going to tell you the f cons: 
The Wife was no ſooner, alone, 3 
But ſhe ſent for. her Father Confeſſor, | & 
He put his beſt Pantaloons on, 
And he ran like the Devil to bleſs bes 


The Damſel, with Smiles on her Face, 
Met the Abbot, and gave him 2 Kiſs 
But no Man would have been in his place, 

If he had known'of the Jerquer in Piſs.” 
We now may 2 them together, 

Confefling and pre ſſing each other 3 
Bound faſt in Lan s "Then of Whit-leather, 

Was the reverend Catholick — 


Some Hours were paſt at this Rate, 
When the Husband, wich — Keys, 
Made no ſcruple to open his Cate, 
And caught napping the Hog in his Peaſe, 
Father Abbor, quoth be (without Paflion) 
Is this your ear of Confe iſion ? 
Altho? 'tis a thing 3 in Faſhion, © 
It is nevertheleſs a Tranſgreſſion. 


The Abbot, ag you may believe, 
Had but little to ſay for himſelf; 

He knew well what he ought to receive, 
For his being ſo errant an Elf: 


1 „K 
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His Clothes he got on with all $ 
And cond oda he was by the yen, 
To be duck'd (as 2 after may read) 
And be cool d from his amorops Fire. 


uoth the Dyer, Moſt reverend Father, 
ince 1 net re ſo hot upon Weuchisg, 
I have gather'd my Servants together, 
To give you a taſte of our Drench 
= —— Tow, Harry, Roger, and Dick! 
Take the Abbot, undreſs him, and douſe him, 
They obey'd in that very ſame vick, 


To the Dye · vat they take him, and ſouſe bas 


To behold what a e he made 
Such a —_ 7 Was den ; 1 
Twas enough to Ir Satan afraid, — 
He was ugh all over with Green. | 
The D — h, 
| When he thought how he yd him for Life: 
»T was much better than uſi Pim rough, 
Since he oaly had lain wi ick his Wife. 


The Abbot was led to the 
And he took to his Heels in iner; 
Never looking behind or before ; 
It was not a Time to be nice. _ 
Tis reported by ſome of his Neighbours, 
That he did not diſcoyer till Morviog, 
The excellent Fruits of his Labour, 


But, good lack! w when he came to the Glaſs, 
And beheld ſuch a ſtrange Alteration, | 
He was dy'd of the Colour of Giaſs, 

And had lik'd to have dy'd with Venda 
As this Stain can be never got 0 

And the Abbot muſt loſe + the Chorch-fleecty | 
Let bim bear the Diſgrace (like a E 
| To be ſhewn for a Penny a. piece. 


_ & 
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$0 NG CCLXXIX. Pocks are 


ſporting,” 8c. 


Locks are ſportingy Doves are 

Warbling Linnets f. ect] y 6 N Fo 
Joy and Pleaſure, without Mea 1 

Kindly hail the glorious Spring, * | 


k are bleatin , Rocks 
ley $ 4p + bak * — 

in in gin p inging, 
— t b bor Minh and 122 


I T H' tuneful Pipe and merty Clet, 
Young Jocky won m mn tu —_ 

blyther Loon you neer di 

440 Beauty without Art: 

His ſoothing Tale did ſoon Wen 

To gain my fond Belief: ** 

But now the Swain roves o'r the Plain, 

And leaves me full of Grief," 


Youn edurts with artful $obgz 
Burt ew regard his Moan 
The Laſſes about Focky throng), 
And Jemmy's left alone. 
In Aberdeen, ſure ne er was ſeen, 
A Loon that gave ſeach Pain; 
| He daily wooes and ſtill purſues, - 
13 Till he does all obtain. 


| But ſoon as he hath gain'd the Bliſs, 
Vii Away the Loon does run 
lobe And hardly will afford a 
| To ſilly me undone, _ 
& * Mh, Moggy, Doll 
| Avoid my rovin . 
His 12 Ton 


Left you li me com 


go NG CCLXXX, The Domo 


= e 


i eee OY | 
Th as nought ar bis Wi 


To 4 ay = i 02 


And her 


out, 2 189 | 
Of Fort "_ t TH 
Since, low-as he can be, ſhe's theft Lü 
— pd er 
Vor being ſo poor < 


There's none ee 


C 


And fly what 5 you did purſue ! 
Happy's the Fair who ne'er believes you, 
Who gives Deſpair, or elſe deceives you, | 

Or learns Lnconfiancy from you. Cap 

: Da 


SONG CCLXXXIIT. 7 the plan. 
Month of May. 
I LE the. — oy fly the 2 ? * 
When tempte ſing Bait? 
And the Voice —— — oY - 
Of her long loſt warblin 
Will the Woman e'er def; 
The Sight which charms K = 
Or be ſo far unwiſe, 15 
To caſt away Gold, her Vitcos to bald? 
If ſuch a thing is done, 
The Fair who can't be won, 
May ſurely retrieve all we loſt 'by Dame Y 
And arConrt = die a Nun. a 


£4 a 
50 N G CCLXXXIV. Hark, bow 
the Trumpet. ſounds, . _ 
AR K bos the Trumpet Tounds to 
Battle! n ho 
Hark ! how the thund'ring Cannons rattle! 
Cruel Ambition now calls me away, | 
While I have ten thouſand ſoft things to ſay: 
While Honour alarms me, 
Young Cupid diſarms me, 
And C lia ſo charms me, 
I cannot away. 1 
Hark again, Honour calls me to Arms! 
Hark! how the Trumpet ſweetly charms ! 


Celia no more then muſt be obey'd, . 
Cannons are roaring, and Enfigns diſplay'dy 


* 


The Thoughts of Promotion \ 
Inſpire ſuch a Notion. 
Of Calia's Devotion, 

I'm no more afraid. 


Guard her for me, celeſtial Powers, 
Ye Gods, bleſs the Nymph with happy, ſott 


Caps, Hours; | 
Oh! may the ever to love me incline! 
eaſant doch lovely PerfeRions I cannot reſign. 
"1 Firm Conſtancy grant her, 
My true Love ſhall haunt hery 


© My Soul cannot want her A 
** $he's all ſo divine.” | | £ 
SONG CCLXXXV. Abbot of - 
Canterbury, * . 
2 Sing of ſad Diſcords, that happen'd of late, 
9 8 Revolutions, but not in the 
tate; | | 
ue eld England grew fond of old Tunes of 
16% her own, 


And our Ballads went up, and our Qpera's down. 
Derry down, down, bey deriy down, 


Has — a brave 8 

Derry down, 

They till pick our Pockets, and fear no Alarm, 

For they thought their Sonatas for ever would 

charm 3 1 

But the bold Johnny Gay he ſobn made it i 

—— bad got the — Ker'by 
the Ear. ar 


Derry down, .&c, 
For, nobly reſoly'd their due Diſtance to teach 
{ - / 
He let forth his Cavary Birds, Lockit and Peach 
With theſe and their Mates-put 'em clean to the 
ty 
And out-ſung them all, for he. ſung them all ost 
Derry dows, &c. | 
No Quanee they found, no, nor Time to take 
th, 
He ply'd them ſo hard with the mighty Mal- 


heath; 0 
But Captain Mackbeath did not quite do his 


| D 
He fear them, but let them go off widh thei 
_— 
Derry down, & e. 
And if ever they dare to engage vs agen, 
My Life ot, they'll find. we are ſtill the belt 
Men 
Proud Rowe muſt knock under to fair Londa 
City, 
And Knights of the Road prove 100 bard fot 
Banditti. | 31 
Derry down, &c. 


pill of our geo ceody Bing 


c. 
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No mare with a languiſhing Audience ſi CE 
* — 4 neo) „ "their Lats d | 
3 5 A 4, &Y j — 
They let drop in a Fright all their lofty Pretencess 
And are out of theirWits.to ſi nd us in our Stuſes · 
Derry down, &c, , 


Now — "2a is remov'd, RO NT Ty 

And their long Civil Wars end at laſt in a Peace. 

Now may each jealous Queen be the other's dear 

Nod Taf. ſhake Hands with her Rival Car- 
— down, &c. | | 

Tho” re ages. I doubt, would bring little 

Since they (till muſt remember, with Hearts full 


of Gtief, 
2 all ont · BY How hard twas to leave an unfortunate Land, 


To fing nothing at all but what all underſtand, 

We have ſigu d em their Paſs, and the vagabond 
y Mach- 1 Vi 5 Ws * 

f ow without Lett or Hindrance ma it along, 
e do bi — _ over Land, thro? - make Ly Nees, 
; ve pip'd long enough, "tis high time 
ib their * moth 22 * a 
Derry down, &ec. 


Aud what farther remains, but to wiſh them well 


| home 

the be? WY Toth: Doge, the Grand Dake, or the old Pope 
of Rome / * 

They ate gone, let 'em go, we ſhall fee em no 


more z | a 
ard for And fo fate wel to Bravo, and farewel to Encore, 


Derry down, &c, wh 


* 


WAKE. i 
$O N'G CCLXXXVI: Chloe, my fair 
N Deſpiſer. | 4 
HL O E, my fair Deſpiſer, 
Take — and be wiſer, 
or more refuſe me: 
IF 1 ſhould change my Mind, 
And ſhould ſome Charmer find 
That Pity may make kind, 
Lou might fole me. | 
Tao long to ſlight a Lover's Pain, 
Shews but the Folly of the Mind, 
* Tis difficult to hold Love's Reins, 
When thoſe that hold them are unkind: 
The prudent Fair (as there are ſuch) 
That ſmile, and kindly play the Rein, 
Nor hold their Hands, nor give too much, 
Oer all the World a Conqueſt gain. 


Smile, my Fair, and take the Prize, 
My Heart is yet your Right, 
Love waits Orders froin thoſe Eyes, 


SONG CCLXXXVII. Hart, bui 
on ev'ry Spray. 


The warbling Throng, 
In grateful Song, 
Salute and ail the new-born Day. 


Why fit we ſo mute, when early Linnets fi 
And warbling Philomel ſalutes the Spring ?, 
Why ſit we ſad when Phoſpþboy ſhines ſo cleat, 
And laviſh Nature paints the purple Year? 
Revive, revive, like Birds be ga, 
To Morrow's Light; ;.. — _. 
May prove our Ni de, 
Then let's enjoy the — Day. 


— 


1 
. 
- . 
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$ 0 N G COLYFXVHE Sor ave = 


tempts are in Vain, 


OUR Auempts are in van, 
1 find you purſue me, 7 
For what wou'd undo me, © + 1 
Pray Shepherd refrain 3 5 N 1 + 
ff 1 ſhould believe you, * R 
And think you a Lover, 
True Man would deceive mes 
And ſoon grow a Rover, 
Such Love I diſdain, *. 


You ſay you'll watch while I mall uf | 
And guard my Treaſure Night and ys 
Alas! too well 1 fee _ 
Tbro all your Wiles 

And flattring Smiles, *. on 204 
You ſoan wou'd rob me of my Liberty, Q 


All your Whining „ 2 
And your Pining * 
Never will to Love perſwade, 
Love that once was worth ſſeſſing, 9. 5 
Th'Heroe's Joy, the Shepherd's » Bleſſings | 
Now is grown an artful Trade, 


SONG CCLXXXIX. Cupid one 
in Search of Prey. | 


UPID once in Search of P 
Thought my Reaſon gone ay, 
From his Quiet choſe a Dart, 
Soon he drew it to the Head, 
Aud thus ſmiling to me ſaid: 
1 Traytor, now, have at th y Heart. 
40 U O how pleas'd the Chit was grown 
9 6 With the Thoughts I oy bs own 
| But alas I feign' 15 


iy 
ki. 

g 
N 
4 


the Smart 
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When the God: ved the Sham; — - - 
Aud that he wt rue ht. Aim, 

In a Paſlion thus he ſwore : 

Farewel Quiver, farewel Bow. 

From this very time I vow, ,,, 

Never will I uſe you more, 


SONG CCXC. Wh is Silvia, what 
| is ſhe?” | 
MA Hs ee is ſhe, | 
That all our Swains commend ha? 
Holy, Fair, and wiſe is ſhe, 8 
The Heaven's ſuch Grace did lend her, 
That the might admired be. 
Is ſhe kind,/as ſhe is fair, 
For Beauty dwells with Kindneſs? 
Love does to her Eyes repair, 
To help him of his Blindneſs, 
And being help'd inhabits there. 
Then to Silvia let us ſing, 
That Silvia is excelling: * 
Sbe excels all mortal things 
Upon the dull Earth dwelling; 
To her let us Garlands bring. 
s ON G COXCT. Loos and Bun, 
young and. guy. | 
OV E and Beauty, and gay, 
Thro' my Eyes did f = theit Way, 
And my Heart their Captive made. | 
Beauty with my Heart is fled, 
Cruel Love does ſtill remain, + 
To increaſe my raging Pain 
But when my Heart returns again, 
* A., ſoon it wt 3 1 
Being us d but ill 
By Beauty 's proud tyrannick Reigu, 


1 27 J 
.. . Shav' \ hall ie xeſt 4 if» OO 
mo he * 4 my Breaſt, - 


Heart, again reſume thy Throne, 

Since the Phantoms both ate flown, 

Here in Peace; maintain thy Pow'r, 

Nor think of Love, nor Beauty more . / 


„ bs ON G CCXCII. Iapertunate 
Love be gone. 


f M ate Love be gone, 

I Heart you no moie ſhall have, 
With Freedom and Raſe 
My Senſes I'll pleaſe, 
And never be more thy Slave. 


With whining and pining 
A Lover muſt ſhew his Arts 
_— 
0 Ble | 
Like gaining the fair One's Hearty 
Which once in | 
Like others contefling,; 
He ſoon will be ready to part. 
But he that the Grape is careſſing, 


Will always find a true Bleſipgs . 
For that never cloysy m, 


But ripens his Joys, ,  . | 
And —— kel Jebel and g 

Then fill up your Glaſs, 

And round let it i 


And thus to the God you will-faye nbd 

= Importunate Love be gone? 
uiver is now in vain, 

* Vic Freedom and Baſe . 

4 My Senſes I'll pleaſe, | 
| Aud xe'er be in Love again. ih 


SONG CCXCIIT.- B Pub; 
what deſt thou. 


Ooliſh Prater, what doſt chon 
So carly at my Window do 
With thy tuneleſs Serenade? 
Well't had been, had Tereus made 
Thee dumb as Philomel, 


In thy undiſcover'd Neſt 

Thou doſt all the Winter reſt, - 
And dreameſt on thy Summer 

Free from the ſtormy Seaſon's Noiſe, 
Free from the Ill thou'ſt done to me 
Who diſturbs or ſceks out thee ? 


Hadſt thou all the charming Notes 
Of the Wood's ick Throats, 
All thy Art could never pay 
What thouſt ta*cn from me away» 


Cruel Bird, thou'ſt ta en away 

A Dream out of my Arms, to Day 
A. Dream that ne'er muſt equall'd be, 
By all that naked Eyes may ſee, 


Thou, this Damage to repair, 
Nothing half ſo ſweet or fair, 


Nothing half ſo canſt rings 
Tho” Men ſay bring the Spring. 


SONG CCXCIV. o Ink 
the Women told. 
FT I'm by the Women told: 
Poor Anacreon, thou growlt old; 


Whether I grow old orno, : 
By th* Ris 1 do not know... 


Prater, 


L 48597] J 

This I know vihou being told. . 
Tis Time tolive,” If I Stow © 3-8 A 
"Tis Time ſhort Pleaſurcy now to aks, 1 <o bd 
Of little Life whe beſt to make, 

And manage wiſely the laſt Stake, 


$0 NG ©CXCV.. —— 

4 Chloe, & A 1d 1004 

HEN Strepbon — made Love his 
Pretence, 

'Twas all but a Shaw, his chief Aim was, her 


P ences 


For rag Thouſand Pounds the ly Gipſy did 


Andhe topp'd as much with an impudent Face. 


And thus for a while they lay both on the Catch, 6 

Till at * they conſulted, and ſtruck op 4 
Matc . 

But ſoon to their Loſs, for all their deep Wit, 

He found himſelf rr d, and ſhe found herſelf 
bit. 


mags. a_ Banter, the Wile make no 
oubt 

And tboſe that get in, would be glad to |<, out 3 
'Twas ever conteſt, ſince the World firſt bega 
Your Fortunes are Bites, ſo bite as bite 3 8 
Soldier and Citizen, Lawyer and Squire, x 
Both Sexes for Money each other admire 3 

All ſpread out their 4 in hopes to trapan, 
The World's alt.a Cheat, and fo cheat as cheat 


can, 
SON G COXCVI. How, court 
Dorind#; Ge. 1 


O W, court Dorinda l who the Devil 
Wound, ever prove ſo tame ua St 
If you're kind, then ſhe's uneivilges * = 


When you 2 ſho will * 5 


4 


CW 
| e e 
To contradiR is all her Pleaſure, © © 
Her utmoſt Vicus to deny, 
Her Mod „ ee 124 
Is to give herfelf the Lie. 
Then ne'er, miſtaken out h. ſtand dosting 
On Woman for her Beauty's Sake, 
Nor for a filly Prize lye plotting, 
|  Whick ſhe Il not give, but you may take; / 


Summon out all the Pow'rs within her, 

Then boldly puth, ſhe can't withſtand g 

You'll find the ſureſt Way to win her, 
1s to engage with Sword in Hand, 


s ON G CCXCVIL Why art the 
P | Areſt, my lovely Maid. + N 


W HY art thou dreſt, my lovely Maid! 
In Gold, and Gems, and rich Brocade, 
When Gold and Gems, and rich Brocade, 
| Conceal thy Charms, my lovely Maid! 
Why ſpend'ſt thou all this Time and Care, 
To form thy Shape, to fold thy Hair? 
Thy Shape unbrac'd, thy flowing Hair, 
More beauteous are without thy Care, 


Wou'dſt thou, indeed, be finely dreft ? 
Put by this Robe which hides thy Breaſt : 
Unbind thy Hair, and bare thy Breaſt, 
Thou art, my Charmer! finely dreſt. 
Remove theſe Veſtments all away, 
Which like dark Clouds obſcure the Day: 
O let them not obſcure the Day! 
Remove them all, my Fair! away. 


is 


Then ſhining forth adorn'd. with Charms, 
Ah! let me fold thee in my Arms | 


Tranſported, fold thee in my Artps! 
Aad gaze and wonder at thy Ghazms, 


s O N G CCXCVIE.. #ihile tx the 
| Bow'r, with Beauty Diet: © * 


1 29 H LL E in the Bow'r, with Beauty bleſt 
* The lov'd A int or lies 3 
ing 6 hile ſink ing on Zelinda's Breaft, 


He fondly, fondly, kifs'd her Eyes; 

He fondly, fondly, kiſs'd her Eyes: 
A waking Nightingale, who long FI 

Had mourn d within the Shade, 
Sweetly renew'd her plaintive Sougy | 

And warbled, 2 thro* the Glade. 

And warbled, warbled, warbled, thro' the 

Glade 3 | by 

Melodious Songſtreſs, cry'd the Swain, 

To Shades leſs happy go z | 
Or, if with us thou wilt remain, 

Forbear, forbear, thy tune ful Woe : 

Fotbear, forbear, forbear, thy tuncful Woe, 
While in Zelinda's Arms I lie, 

To Song I am not free; 
On her loft Boſom while I figh, 

I Diſcord, Diſcord, find in ther. 

I Diſcord, Diſcord, Diſcord, find in thee, 
Zelinda gives me perfett Joys: 

Then ceaſe thy fond Intruſton. 
Be filent ; Mufick now is Noiſe, 

Variety, Variety, Confuſion ;; 

Variety, Confuſion, 


SONG CCXCIX. The Grover, 

ay: | the Plains. | 

19 HE Groves, the Plains, 

The Nymphe, and Swaine, X 

The ſilver Streaws, and cooling Shade, 

— 2 
ow falfe you ate, 
How wany Hearts you have betray d. 
02 
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"A Diffembler, 89, 9 
Too well Lkyow + ; 
Your fatal, falſe, detuding Art 3, 


To ev'ry She, 

As well as Me, 
You make an OfPring of your Heart, 
SONG CCC. Farewel, than, &c 


Arewel, thou falſe P bilander, 
Since now from me you rove z 
And leave me hear to wander, 
No more to think of Love: 
I muſt for ever larguiſh, 
I muſt for ever mourn ? 
From Love I now am baniſh'q, 


And ſhall no more retwn, 


Farewel, deceitful Traitor, 
Farewel, thou perjur d Swain g 
Let never in jur d Creature | 
Believe your Vows again: 
The Paſſion you pretended, 
Was only to obtain 
For now the Chatm is ended, 


The Charmer you diſdain. 3 
SON G CCCI. Gently touch, ke. 


G Eutly touch the warbling Lyte, 
c hioe ſeems inclin'd 10 Nek, 0 
Fill her Soul with fond Defire, 
Soſteſt Notes will ſooth ber Breaſt: 
Pleafing Dreams afſiſt in Love 3 
Let them all propltious prove. 
On the moſſy Bank ſhe lyes, 
(Nature's verdant Velvet Bed,) 
Beauteous Flowers meet her Eyes, 
Forming Pillows for her Head 
Zepbyrs waft their Odonts round, 
And indulging Whiſpers ſound. 


4 - 
. 


on, Ke. 


ch, be 


ta). 
SO N G*CCCIE. ' Come all ye, &c: 
One, all ye-Youths, whoſe Hearts c'er bled 
Ry cruel Beauty's Pride, 
Bring each a Garland on his Head, 
Let none his Sorrows hide; 
But Hand in Hand around me move, 
Singing the ſaddeſt Tales of Love: 
And ſee, when your Complaints ye join, 
If all your Wrongs can equal mine. 
The happieſt Mortal once was I, 
My Heart no Sorrows knew z, 
Pity the Pain with which I dye, 
But ask not whence it grew. 
Let if a tempting Fair you find, 
That's very lovely, very kind, | 
Tho' bright as Heaven, whoſe Stamp ſhe bears, 
Think ot my Fate, and ſhun her Snares. | 


SON G CCCII, Frem Place, Ke. 


F Rom Place to Place,forlorn I go, 
With downcaft Eyes, a ſilent Shade; 
Forbidden to declare my Woez 
To ſpeak, 'till ſpoken to, afraid. 
My inward Pang, my ſeeret Grief, 
— conſenting Looks betray ; 
He loves, but gives me no Relief; 
Why ſpeaks not He who may? 


so NG CCC1V. Stella, Darling, &c. 


Tella, Darling of the Muſes, 
Fairer than the — Spring, 
dweeteſt Theme the Poet chuſes 
When of thee be ſtrives to ſing z - 


O 3 


N 2 | 1 W 7 „n | 
While my Soul wich onder trace, 

All thy Charms of Face and Mind,. 

All the — all the C races 


= 


Of thy Sex in thee I find. 


Love and Joy and Admiration, 
In my Breaſt alternate rife, 
Words no more can paint my Paſſion; 
Than the Pencil can thy Eyes, 
Laviſh Nature, thee adcenings . 
O'er thy Lips, and Cheeks hath ſpread, 
Colours, that can ſhame the Morning, 
Smiling with Celeſtial Red. 


Could the Gods, in bleſt Condition, 
ht on Earth with Envy view, 
Lovely Stella, their Ambition 
Would be to reſemble you. 


$ ON G CCCV. I Chlor, & 


I N Cbloris all ſoft Charms agree, 
Delightful Humour. pow'rful Wit, 
Beauty from AﬀeRation free, 
And for eternal Empire fit, 


Where'er ſhe goes, Love waits her Kycs, 
The Women envy, Men adore ; 

And wou'd ſhe leſs the Triumph prize, 
She wou'd deſerve the Conqueſt more. 


SONG CCCVI. Haſte, haft, kr. 


Aſte, haſte, dear Youth, and tell the Fair 
My Love-ſick Soul is all Deſpair: 
Sigh to her Pity, that ſhe may 
Accept the Offering I'll her pay: 
For oh ! 'tis better not to be, 
Than thus to live in Miſeoy. 


1 
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f the frowns, then ſhalt thou be 
err 2 Love for 5 1 2 Weg” 
But if ſhe _—_ S N. 

Arches triumphant - Praiſe: | ; 
And all my future Days ſhall be 
Like an eternal E y. 


$ONG CCCVIL. S , &e. 


Ighs and Storms invade my Breaſt, 
Cruel Love admits no Reſt, 

Fhra's unkind, and that's my Gricf, 

Grant me, Flora, ſome Relief: 

Still I love, but do defpaix 

Cruel Flora, cruel Fair. 


Flra's falſe, ſhe is not true, 
Yet I muſt my Fair purſue. 
Will not Sighs nor Tears prevail ? 
Lovely Flora, th en fatewel, 
Facewel, Love, I know my Doom, 
I'll go haſten to my Tomb, 


SONG CCCVIII. 7. Gods, &c. 


E Gods, that round fair Cælia wait, | 
To bring from her bright Eyes our Fate: 
o tell the Nymph in ſofteſt Sighs, 
id tell her, her Adorer dies. 


But if that won't her Pity move. 

\nd ſhe proud Thing diſdain my Love 3 
hen let her know; tis all a Lie, 

For haughty Strepbhos ſcorns to die. 


SONG CCCIX., Down in, &c. 
Own in the North Country, 


| As ancient Reports do tell, 
tere lies a famous Country Town, 
Some call it Merry a 2 
4 


— 


| Come, fit thee down by mes 
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And in this Country Too n + 
A Farmer there did dell 
Whoſe. Daughter would to Market go, 
Her Treaſure for to ſell 


As the was travelling along, 
Over Hills and Mountains high, 

It was her Chance to loſe her Way, 
Where a Shepherd ſhe did ſpy. | 

O Shepherd! O Shepherd ! quoth ſhe, 
Many Days to you God ſend, 

I ama Maid, and ſhall be undone, 


Unleſs you ſtand my Friend. 


"Over Hills and Mountains high, 
Ever ſince the Break of Day, 
I have been a travelling many a Mile, 
And I cannot find my Way, 
The Shepherd reply'd with a Smile, 
And I'll ſhow thee a nearer Wa 
Than this, by a full long Mike. 


The Shepherd ſat him don, 
The fair Maid ſhe drew nigh, 
He pull'd out his Bagpipes wond'rous ſweets 
And play'd melodioufly. 
He play 'd bs ſuch a Tune, 
That he made this fair Maid fing, 
O the Muſick of thy Bagpipe's ſweet, 
Makes all my Nerves to ring. 


O Shepherd! O Shepherd! quoth ſhe, 
If the Time would but permit it, 

I pray thee now play it me over again, 
For fear I ſhould forget it. 

He play'd it over again, 
As be had done before, | 

And gave this fair Maid much Delight, 

It pleas'd her more and mare, 


(97 1 
Deareſt Swain, quoth ſhe, 
A thouſand times adieu: 
And if ever I chance to loſe my Way, 
To find ts I'll come to you. 


SONG CCCX. Cynthia from, & 


Yathia frowns whene*er I wooe her, 
Yer ſhe's vex'd if I give over: 
Much ſhe fears I ſhould undo her, 
But much more to loſe her Lover. 
Thus in doubting, ſhe refules,  * 
And not winning thus the loſes, 


Pr 'ythee, Cynthia, look behind you, 
ge and Wrinkles will o'ertakc you, 
Then too late Defire will find you, 
When the Power does forſake you. 
Think, oh! think z oh! ſad Condition, 
To be paſt, yet wiſh Fruitien ! 


8 ONG CCCxXI. Celebrate, &c. 


Elebrate this F eſtival, 
'Tis ſacred, bid the Trumpets ceaſe, 
Kindl — treat Maria s Day, 
your Homage twill re repa ys 
bet Bleflings On our 
e tedious Minutes to beguile: | 
Till Conqueſt ro Maria's Arms reſtqee 
Peace and her Heroe to depart no more, 


SON G CCCXII. When Sylvia, Cc. 


W HEN Sylvia, in Bathing, her Chartus 
does expoſe, 
un en jt Bouquet — under her Noſe; 
cart is juſt ready to part from my Soul, 
Aud leap from * < Cute into the Was” 
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Each Day I provide too 
A Bribe Ge her Guide tooy 
| And — Crown, 
| To bring me the Water where ſhe-ſat down, 


Let crazy Phyſicians think Pumpiug a Cure, 
That Virtue is doubtful, but Sylvia is ſure, 


The Fiddlers I hire to play ſomething ſublime, 
And — the while throbbing my Hearts beats the 
oy ime z 

She enters, they flouriſh,, and ceaſe when ſhe 


| des, ; 
That who tis addrefs'd to ſtrait ev'ry one knows, 
Wou'd I were a Vermin | 
Call'd one of her Chairmen, 
Or ſerv'd as a Guide: 
e as. they do, a damn'd- tawny. 
ide: | 
Or elſe like a Pebble at Bottom could lye, 
To ogle her Beauties, how bappy were L 


SONG CCCXUI. Selinda ſure's, &e. 


Elinda ſure's the brighteſt things 
r __ the Earth, or out 
irs g 
Mild are her Looks like opening Spring, 
And like the blooming — * 
But then her Wit's ſo very ſmall, 
That all her Charms appear to lye, 
Like glaring Colouts on a Wall, 
And ftrike no further than the Eye. 
Our Eyes luxutiouſly ſhe treats, 
Our Ears are abſent from the Feaſt, 
One Senſe is ſurſeĩted with Sweets, 
Starv'd or diſguſted ate the reſt. 
So have I ſcen with AſpeS bri 
And taudry Pride, a Tulip ſwell 
Blooming and beauteous to the Sight, + 
Dull and inſipid to the Smell. 
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go NG CCCXIV. 2, Tan l &c. 
KS, I could love, if I could find K* 


vn. A Miſtreſe Fitted to my Mind, 
ure, Whom neither Gold nor Pride could move, 
re. To change her Virtue or her Love: 


Loves to go neat, not to go-fine, - 
Loves for my ſelf, and not for mine; 
Not City proud, nor nice and coy, * 


But full of Love, and full of — * 


Not childiſh young, nor Beldame old, 
Not fiery hot, nor icy cold a” 
Not gravely wiſe to rule the State, 
Not fooliſh to be pointed at : 


Not worldly zich, nor _ — 
Not — nor a re puteg ores 


If ſuch an one you can difeover, 
Pray Sir, intitle me her Lover. 


So NG CCCXYV. Bacchus is, &c, 


Acchus is a Pow'r divine 3 
B For he no ſooner fills my Hayd 
With mighty Wine, 
But all my Cares reſigu, 
And droop, and droop, and fink down dead: 
Then, then the RY oughts begin, 
ow, 0 


And I in Riches 

At leaſt I fancy ſoz | 
And without Thought of Want L ſing, | 
Stretch'd on the Earth, my Head all around: 
With Flowers, weav'd into a Garland, crown'd:: 
Then, then I begin to-live, | 
And ſcorn what all the World can ſhow or give. 
Let the brave Foo!s that fondly think 

Of Honour, and Delight | 
F To make a Noiſe, a Noiſe, and fight, | 
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Go ſcek out War, whilſt I ſeek Peace, 
Whilſt I ſcek Peace, ſeek Peace and driak, 
Whilſt Eſeck Peace, ſeek Peace ard drink. 
Then fill my Glaſs, fill fill it high 
Some perhaps think it fit to fall — die z 
But when Bottles are rang'd 
Make War with me, : 
The fighting Fool ſhall ſee, 
When LI am ſunk, 
The Difference to lye Dead, 
And lye dead drunk; 
The: fighting Focl, &c. 


SON G CCCXVI. 1 Virgin, ts 


: E Virgin Pow'rs, defend my Heart, 
From am.orous Looks and Laila, 

From ſaucy Love, or nicer Art, 
Which moft our Sex begui les. 


From ſighs and Vows, and awful Fears, 
That do to Pity move; 

From ſpeaking Silence, and from T 
Thal Springs that water Love. 


But if thro' Paſſion I grow blind, 
Let Honour be my Guide z 

And when frail Nature ſeems inclin'd, 
There place a Guard of Pride, 


An Heart, whoſe Flames are ſeen, tho' puie, 
Needs ev'ry Virtue's Aid; 
And ſhe who thinks herſelf ſecure, , 


The ſooneſt is betray'd, 


SON G CCCXVII. Why fbou'd, ts. 


HY ſhou'd a fooliſh Marriage Vow, 
Which long ago was made, 
Oblige us to each other now, N 


When Paſſion is decay d? 


4 
555 


a, &, 


[ 8 F — 
We loy'd; and we loy'd + Ne | 
As long as we con'd, | 
Till Love was lov'd out of us both: 
But our Marriage is dead, 
When the Pleaſure is fled g 
'Twas Pleaſure firſt made it an Oath, 


If I have Pleaſures for a Friend, 
And further Love in ſtote, 
What Wrong has he whoſe Joys did end, 
And who cou'd give no more ? 
'Tis a M s that he 
Shou'd be jealous of me, 
Or that I ſhou'd bar him of another z 
For all we cat gain, 
Is to give our ſelves Pain, 
When neither can hinder the other, 


$0 NG CCCXVIII. My drar, Ac. 
M — | 
oft as theſe kin ſhe 
When with Love's reſiſtleſs Arr, A 
And her Eyes ſhe did enſlave me; 
But her Conſtancy's fo weak, 
She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous Heart would break, 
Shou'd we live one Day aſunder. 


Melting Joys about her move, 
Killing Pleaſures, wounding Bliſſes 3 
She can dreſs her Eyes in Love, 
And her Lips can arm with Kiſſes : 
Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks, | 
She's my Delight, all Mankind's Wonders 
But my jealous Heart would break, 
Shou'd we live one Day afunder, 


$0 N CCCXIX. When lovely, &c. 
\ \ / HEN lovely Phillis, thou art kind, 

V Novght but Raptures fill wy Mind; 
'Tis then I think thee f 


0 divine, 


T' excel the mighty Pow's of Wine: 


k. ' © nr 20 
But when thou inſult, and laugh ſt army Pi, 
I waſh thee away with ſparkling Champagne; 
So bravely contemn both the Boy and the Mother, 
And drive out one God by the Pow'r of another, 


When Pity in thy looks I ſee, 

I frailly quit my Friends for thee ; 

Perſwaſive Love ſo charms me then, 

My Freedom I'd not-wiſh again: 
But when thou art cruel, and heedſt not my Car, 
Then (trait with a Bumpes I baniſh Deſpair; . 
So bravely contemn both the Boy and his Mother, 
And drive out one God by the Pow'r of another, 


SONG CCCXX. May the Ambitious, ke. 


A Y the Ambitious ever fiad 
M Succeſs in Crowds and Noiſe, 
hile gentle Love does fill my Mind 
With filent real Joys. | 


May Knaves and Fools grow rich and great, 
And all the World think them wiſe, 

While I lye at my Naanys Feet, 
And all the World deſpiſe. . - 

Let u'ring Kings new Triumphs raiſe, 
— — Cont Delights: 15 ä 

Her Eyes can give much brighter Days, 

Her Arms much ſofter Nights. 


SON G CCCXXI. Czlia, too late, & 


£ LT A, too late you wou'd repent: 
The offering all. your Store, 
Is now but like a Pardon ſent 
'To one that's dead before. 


While at the firſt you cruel d 
And grant the Bli is too =—_ 

You hindred me of one I loy'd, 
To-give-me one I hate, 


— — 
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I thought you innocent as fair, 
When firſt my Court I made; 
But when your Falſhoods plain. appears. 


My Love no longer ſtay'd, | 
Your Bounty of theſe Favours ſhown, 
.* Whoſe Worth you firſt defſace, 
eng I me. ting valu'd Medals down, 


Aud giving us the Braſs. 


82 0! ſince the thing we beg's a Toy, 

is Mother That's priz'd by Love alone, 

f another, Why cannot Women grant the Joy, 
Before the Love is gone, | a 


jour, b. Ns 0 N G CCCXXII. Vny we love, &c- 
H we love, and why we hate, 


Is not granted us to know, 

Random Chance, or wilful Fate, 

Guides the Shaft from Cxpid's Bom. 
If on me Zelinda frown, 

'Tis Madneſs all in me to grieve 5 
Since her Will is not her own, 

Why ſhould I uncaſy live ? 
If 1 for Zelinda die, | 

D:af to poor Mizella's Cries, 
Ask not me the Reaſon why, 

Scek the Riddle in the Skies, 


SONG CCCXXIII, Shall L &. 
* I. waſting in Deſpair, £0 . | 


ſe, 


te, &. 
* Die becauſe a Woman's fair ? 
Shall my Checks look pale with Care, ' 
'Cauſe another's roſie are? = 
Be ſhe fairer than the Day, | 
Or the flow'ry Meads in Mays BHS © | 

Let if ſhe think not well of me, 

What care I how fair ſhe be. 


Shall a Woman's Goodneſs move : i 
Me to periſh for her Love; | 


| L 3068]. 
Or, her worthy Mecits known, 
Make me quite forget my own ? 
Bie ſhe with that Goodneſs bleſt, 
As may merit Name the beſt, 
Yer if ſhe be not ſuch to me, 
What care I how good ſhe be. 
Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 
I will never more deſpair ;' 
If ſhe love me, this believe, 
I will die ere ſhe ſhall grieve ; 
If ſhe ſlight me when I woo, 
I will ſcorn, and let her go: 
So if ſhe be not fit for me, 
What care I for whom ſhe be, 


S O N G CCCXXIV. Fair, &, 
F. one aſtray, 
1 


Parſue, and ſeek her, — Lover; 
tell the Signs by which you may 
The wandring Shepherdeſs diſcover. 

oth ftndy'l, tho! both ſeen neglefted 

t d, tho eem $ 
Careleſs ſhe A with artful Care, 
AﬀeRing to ſeem unaffeRed. 


With Skill her Eyes dart ev'ry Glance, 
Yet change ſo foon you'd ne'er ſuſpeRt em; 
For ſhe'd perſuade they wound by Chance, 
Tho! certain Aim ànd Art direct them. 


She likes herſelf, yet others hates, 
For that which in herſelf ſhe prizes; 

And while ſhe laughs at them, forgets 
She is the thing that ſhe deſpiſes. 


SONG CCCXXV. Where have, &e. 
W Here hows you been, my lovely Sailer 


bold | 
* * leave me bere for the lake of cuſed 
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ſhe is kind, 
Therefore my [Father's Crofiels, dear J. 


never mi 


Alas, my deareſt Nanny, with Jo. | Ido 9 


grieve: 

But fince your Mother's kind, your Father 1 
don't fear, 

do pray now go and fetch her, ſhe'll joy to fee. 


me here. 


You are the only Girl, dear Nanny, I adorez 


But long I cannot ſtay, I ſoon muſt quit the 
Shore, 


Theſe Words, my deareſt Jonny, do cut me to 


the Heart, 

To think that you are going, ſo ſoon I cannot 
part, 

___ you ſail the Seas, where ſtormy Winds 


blow, 


you do know? 


Why — {om ſail the Seas, where formy Winds 
t cy 
When you may ſtay at home, in Safety, Love 


with me. 


He ſaid, I'm now a Servant unto the ke you 


know, 


And when that he commands me, I'm forced for 


to go 


Thereſe, my deareſt Nanny, be not caſt down, 


or ſad 


For of all other Callings, a Sailor's the beſt Lad. 


She ſaid, I love a Sailor, they have the beſt of 
Hearts, 


They keep vs from our Enemies, and ſail to fo- 
reign Parts ; 


What tho' my Father, he is <rofs; 1 


But your Father's Croſſueſs indee did make 1. 


When you may ſtay at hotne, Love, in Safety, ; 
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mne 
our Store; 

And were it wer bor Sailors, the Land would 
but poor. bY F 2201 

But yet, my deareſt Jebuny, ſo ſoon I cannot 


To Think that you are going, cuts me to the 
art. 
He faid, ſinee I muſt 205 cheat up, my Nan 


dear 3 
I'll rifle all the Indies, and being you Train 
here. » ö 
me many pretty — for to enrich ou 
tore, 
8 to maintain us together, . Love, @ 
Ore. 


Then kiſſing of her coral Lips, young Fobyyy 
took his Leave, 


And left his deareſt Nanny his Abſenee for to 
grieve, i 1 

S ON G CCCXXVI. When fi te. 

W HE N firſt I beheld Clarinda's Eyes, 
Love did my trembling Heart ſurprize: 

Long have I bugg'd my am'rous Chain, 
An 2 ha ve — the fair Tyrant's Di- 
dain: 
Still whining and ſighing, 


And pining and dying, 
Not once bravely trying Relief to nee 


Now ſhall the feeble Boy yr, 
To the gay, bluſhing God of Wine. 
Wine's a Specifick i 15 ev'ry Diſcafe, 
_—_ NN and frail Beauty no longer hall 


Thus whilſt I'm deſtro ivg, 
Th' Effects of proud oi "gs 
Þa daily enjoying, and purcbaling Eaſe. 


Cn | 
ome put the clatreriug Glafles round. 
ack ! with what Harmony they ſ- „ba 
alarg d by this Bumper my Freedom I boa; :- 
nd thus I recover the Heart | had loſ t. 
But whence all this Trembling! | 
A Relapſe ſo reſembling! _ | | 
u vain is diſſembli ng Clarins the 
Toaſt. 5 $7 


— 
29 % . 


$ 0 N G CCCXXVII. See what e. 


EE what a Conqueſt Love has made! 

Beneath the Myrtle's amorous Shade; 
he charming, fair Corinna lies, | 
All melting in Defice, 'S; 
Quenching in Tears thoſe flowing Byes, 
That ſet the World on fixe · 


That cannot Tears and Beauty do ? 

he Youth by chance came by, and knew 
or whom thoſe cryſtal Streams did flow 
And tho” he ne'er before 

o her Eyes' brighteſt Rays did bow, 


Weeps too,. and does adore, 


do when the Heavens ſerene and clyar, 
Gilded with gaudy Light appear, 

Tach craggy Rock, and ev'ry Stone 
Their native Rigour keep; 

But when in Rain the Clouds fall down; 

The hardeſt Marbles weep, 


$0 N G CCCXXVIIL. My Heart, Ne. 


Y Heart is ev'ry Beauty's P 
And does de, 2 

8 ne'er could keep it one whole Day, 

nd now't has been ſo long away, 


[ know not where tis flowa. 


= . 
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But if the Fair that finds this Stray, 
Will kindly give it com . | 

Or teach it beiter to obey, + 
Her Care with double Thanks I'll, pay, 
And take the Rambler home. 


SONG CCCXXIX. The hapief, & 

H E happieſt Mortals once were we, 

I lov'd Myra, Myra me 3 

Each. defirous of the 2 PIs 
Nothing wanting but pofſefling; 
1 lov'd Myra, Myra me, bs 
The happicſt Mortals once were we. 
But ſince cruel Fates diſſever, _ 
Torn from Love, and torn forever, 
Tortures end me, "aft 55 
Death befriend me; 
Of all Pains the preateſt Pain 
Is to love — and love in vain. 


SON G CCCXXX. Flights of, ke. 


iy 1 of Cuptds hover round me, 
read your little, ſubtle Snares 
Beauty — the Force to wound me, 
Beauty muſt relieve my Cares. 


SONG CCCXXXI. VD little, &c. 


OU little blind Deceiver go, 
- And tell thy beautcous Mother, 
A ſtrong Reſentment I will ſhow, | 
Since ſhe does love another. 
What tho” her Air and Shape's divine, 
Yet ſtill I can withſtand her 
I'll make the ſporting Youth repine, 
And ſhew him I'm Commander. 
But if true Love hath no Effet᷑t 
Oa that delightful Treaſure z 
The Pow'r I have I'll not negle&, 
But ſeize her at my Pleaſuze. 


* 
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o & G CCCXXRNL. Haile, Ee. 


Anthe the lovely, the Joy of ber Swain, 
By Ipbis was lov'd, aud lov'd Iphis again 


She liv'd in the Youth; and the Youth in the Fair, 


Their Pleaſure was equal, and equal their Care: 
No — no Enjoyment, their Dotage with- 
rew * * 

But the longer they liv'd, ſtill the founder they 


grew. | F 
A Paſſion ſo happy alarm'd all the Plain, 


Some envy'd the Nymph, but more envy'd the 


Swain: | 
Some ſwore, *twould be pity their Loves to invade, 
That the Lovers alone for each other were made 2 
But all, all conſented; that none ever knew 
A Nymph yet ſo kind, or a Shepherd fo true. 


Love ſaw them with Pleaſure, and yow'd to take 


Care | 2. 
Of the faithful, the tender, the innocent Pair 
What either did want, he bid either to move z 
But they wanted nothing, but ever to love: 
Said, Twas all that to bleſs em his Godhead 
could do, | g 


That they ſeill might be kind, and they W 


mi ght be true. ö 
SON G CCCXXXII. 7 lop'd, &c; 


ELL me, tell me, charming Creature, 
0 I Will you never caſe my Fein? 
Muſt I die for every Feature 7 | FT: 
Muft I always love in vain? 
The Defire of Admiration 
Is the Pleaſure you purſue : 
Prithee, try a laſting -Paſſion, | 
Such a as mine for you. 40 | 
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Tears and Si ghi uld not move i 
2 For a D * 


When [| plainly told L los d you, 
2 — ſaid I war on far. Fg 
xe ſuch giddy Ways beſeeming 
Will my Dear be fickle (till? 
ueſt is the Joy of Women 
Let their Slaves be what they will. 


Your Negle& with Torments fills me, 
And my deſp'rate Thoughts increaſe g 
Pray er, if you kill me, 
- . You will have a Lover lefs. 
If uu wand'ring Heart is beating 
1 or new D | 
Bat when you have done Coquetting, 
Name a Day and fix — 


8 ON G CCCXXXIV, Myrule, 


N a graſſy Pillow 
The youthful 
- Tranſported. was laid ; 
In his Arms a Creature, 
_ " Whoſe" every Feature 
For Conqueſt was made 3 
To his Side he claſp'd her, 
And fondly graſp' her, 
While ſhe cry'd, Q! dea; 
Had 1 known your Will. o, 
I'd never come here, 
22. ly Sontngs | 
And rs blowing, 
AmboGal Breeze W 
A Swain admiring, 
And all conſpiring, 
The Charmer to pleaſe? 
The dear Nymph complying, - 
No more denying, 


St; e ha BY 
Hit T "LY 
0b a ö a? 
You may if you will- o, 7 | 

Be as happy as Jove. 


Now, the Devil's in it, 

If ſuch a Minute nd . 
The Shepherd could lofe 2 * 

No, no, Myrtills | 

Has better Skill-o, 4 
His Moments to chuſec. 

The delightful Treaſure 

Of Love and Pleafure, 
He boldly ſeis'd; 

And like Myrtillo, . 

He had his Fillo ; 
Of what he pleas'd. 


$0 N G CCCXXXV. Jockey, & 
0c d Jen: h laid 
15 . l the Maid ; 1 
He often did ſigh, and ery, Jenny, with thee, 
My 2 * in Bondage, — ſeem to de 
e. | 
Jould gh ro bis 2 | 


return 2 . 


There's no Pair ſo ha 
As Jockey to Fenny, lo Fenny's inclin d. | 
Content with each other, in bumble Retreat, 
— court not new Beauties, nor envy the Great g 
He np quit his Nymph, ner the Nymph quit 
Swain, | 
For Pleaſures yet thought of, or Riches to gain. 
mire f | 
And ſhine in gilt Coaches with , Artize, 
Regard the true Pleaſure this Couple enjoy, 
For Pleaſures with Fockey and Jene ne ex cloy. 


| 
q 


' 
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| 1 5 
While you quit your Sylvia for Chloe's brig) 


yo 
' Eyes, | 1 
Anita purſue, you fair Chloe deſpiſe 3 1 
When one Nymph's undone, you another undo, A 
And rambling, the Fair does the ſame Thing b - 
Till Nature grows weary, decrepit, and poor, 1 
Not aged, but quite has exhauſted her Store: $; 
"Tis Jockey and Fenny enjoy the true Taſte ; 6 
Be conſtant, like them, and your Pleaſures wi 
laſt. = 7 6 ] 
SONG CCCXXXVI. The Fourteenth , 
of October. T 
E Gods ! was Strepbon's Pifture bleſt 
With the fair Heaven of Chloe's Breaſt! WM A 
Move ſofter, thou fond flutt'ring Heart, T 
Oh ! gently throb, — too fierce thou art. * 
Tell me, thou brighteſt of thy kind, . 
For Strephoy was the Bliſs deſign'd ? T 
For Strephon's ſake, dear charming Maid, 

Didſt thou prefer his wand'ring Sade Ws Ti 
And thou, bleſt Shade, that ſweetly art Th 
Lodged ſo near my Chloe's Heart, | 7 
For me the tender Hour improve, By 
"And ſofily tell how dear I love. x! 
Ungtateful thing! it ſcorns to hear A. 
Its wretched Maſter's ardent Prayer, 
Ingroffing all that beanteous Heaven, 
That Chloe, laviſh Maid, bas given, 1 

i U 
I cannot blame thee: were I Lord W. 
Oft all the Wealth thoſe Breaſts afford; An 
I'd be a Miſer too, .nor give | 16 
An Alms to keep a God alive. An 
-Oh ſmile not thus, my fovely Fair, ru 
On theſe cold Looks, that lifeleſs Air, 
Prize bim whoſe Boſoin glows with Fire, An 


With eager Love, and {; Deſire. 
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Tis true, thy Charms, O] powerful Maid, 
To Life can bring the ſilent Shade; 
Thou can'ſt ſurpaſs the Painter's Art, 
And real Warmth and Flames impart. 
But oh! it ne'er can love like me, 

I've ever lov'd, and lov'd but thee : 

Then, Charmer, grant my fond Requeſt, 
Say thou can'ſt love, and make me bleſt. 


SO N G CCCXXXVII. Farewel, &c. 


Arewel to Lochaber, and farewel my Jean, 
Where heartſome with thee I've mony 
Day been; | 
For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
Theſe Tears that I ſhed, they are a' for my 
0 Dear, 
eaſt? And no for the 4 2 on Weir, 
| Tho' bore on rough Seas to a far bloody Shore, 
t. May be to return to Lochaber no more. 
| Tho' Hurricanes riſe, and riſe ey'ry Wind, 
They'll oY make a Tempeſt like that in my 
Mind. 
Tho' loudeſt of Thunder on louder Waves roar, 
That's naithing like leaving my love on the 
Shore, 
To leave thee behind me, my Heart is ſair pain'd. 
By Eaſe that's inglorious, no Fame can be gain'd, 
And Beauty and Love's the Reward of the Brave, 
And I inuit deſerve it before I can crave. 


* Glory, my Feany, mcun plead my Ex- 
cuſe 


* 


, | 
Lince Honour commands me, how can I refuſe? 
Without it I ne'er can have Merit for thee 

And without thy Favour I'd better not be f N 
I gae then, my Laſs, to win Honour and Fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
Pll bring a Heart to thee with Love running 

o'er, | 


a And then I'll leave thee _ Lochaber no more. 


— —— ——äͤ 422 —äP6 nn ——— 
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S O N G CCCXXXVIIL The S575 
herd Adonis. 

EE Shepherd Adonis being weary'd with 


rt, 
He for —— to the Woods did reſort. 
He threw by his Club, and he laid himſelf 
down 3 
He envy'd no Monarch, nor wiſh'd for a Crown, 


He drank of the Burn, and he ate frac the Tree, 
Himſelf he enjoy d, and frae Trouble was free; 
He wiſh'd for no Nymph, tho” never ſac fair, 

Had nae Love or Ambition, and therefore nat 


Care, 


But as he lay thus in an Evening ſae clear, 
A 1 ſweet Voice ſounded ſaft in his 
ar 3 
Which came frac a ſhady Green neighbouring 
Grove, 


Where bony Amynta ſat ſinging of Love. 


He wander'd that way, and found wha was therey 
He was quite confounded to ſee her ſac fair: 
He ſtood like a Statue, not a Foot cou'd he 


move, | 
Nor knew he what griev'd him; but he fear d it 
was Love. 
The Nymph ſhe beheld him with a kind modeſt 
ace . 
Seeing ſomething that pleas'd her appear in 
his Face, 


With bluſhing a little ſhe to him did ſay, 
Oh * * what want ye, how came you 
this way ? | 
His Spirits reviving, he to her reply'd, 
I was ne'er ſac ſurpriz'd at the ſight of a Maid, 
Vntil I beheld thee from Love I was free, 
But now I'm tane captive, wy faireſt, by thee- 
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| $0NG CCCXXXNIX. When, al- 
fent from the Nymph I love. © 


th Hen abſent from the Nymph I love, 
I'd fain ſhake off the Chains I wearz 
But whilſt I ſtrive theſe to remove, 


elf More Fetters I'm oblig'd to bear. 
My captiv'd Fancy Day and Night 
n. Fairer and Fairer repreſents 
Belinda form'd for dear Delight, 
— But eruel Cauſe of my Complaints. 
, All Day I wander thro' the Groves, 
nae And ſighing hear from ev'ry Tree 


The happy Birds chirping their Loves, 
Happy compar'd with lonely me. 
his When gentle Sleep with balmy Wings 
To Reſt fan's ev'ry weary'd Wight, 
ing A Thouſand Fears my Fancy 2 


That keep me watching all the Night. 


| Sleep flies, while like the Goddeſs fair, 

erey And all the Graces in her Train, 
With melting Smiles and killing Air 

| be Appears the Cauſe of all my Pain. 
A while my Mind delighted flies 

d it O'er all * Sweets with thirling Joy, 
Whilſt want of Worth makes Doubts ariſe 

eſt That all my trembling Hopes deſtroy. 


Thus while my Thoughts are fix d on her, 

I'm all o'er Tranſport and Deſire z 
My Pulſe beats high, my Cheeks appear 

All Roſes, and mine Eyes all Fire, 
* 100 Wpen to my ſelf I turn my View, 

My Veins grow chill, my Cheeks look wan: 

5 Thus whilſt my Fears my Pains renew, ü 
aid, I ſcarcely look or move a Man, 


hees P 3 
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SON G CCCXL. S. raiſe, &c. 


HE Night her ſilent Sable wore, 
a | And gloomy were the Skies; 


litt'ring Stars appear'd no more 
han thoſe in Nelly*s Eyes: 
When at her Father's Yate I knock'dy | 
> Where L had often been, 
She ſhrowded only, with her Smock, 
Aroſe and loot me in. 


Faſt lock'd within her cloſe Embrace, 
She trembling ſtood aſham'd; 
Her ſwelling Breaſt and glowing Face, 
And ev'ry Touch enflam'd. 
| My cager Paſſion I obey'd, 
Wl eſolv'd the Fort to win; 
And het fond Heart was ſoon betray'd 
To yield and let me in. 


Then then, beyond expreſſing, 
Tranſporting was the Joy; 

I kney no greater Blefling, 
Sa bleſt a Man was I. 

And ſhe, all raviſht: with Delight, 

| Bid me oft come again; 

And kindly vow'd, that ev'ry Night 

q She'd riſe and let me in. 


But ah! at laſt ſhe prov'd with Bairn, 
And ſigbing ſat and dull, 
And I that was as much concern'd, ' 


| | Look'd eben juſt like a Fool. 

Her lovely Eyes with Tears ran o'er, 
Repenting her raſh Sin: 80 

She ſigh'd, and curs'd the fatal Hour- 
That e'er ſhe loot me in. 

But who cou'd cruelly deceive, ( 
Or from ſuch Beauty part: Far 

I lov'd her fo, I could not leave 4 


The Charmer of my Heart; 
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But wedded, and conceal'd our Crime: 
Thus all was well Again, 
And now ſhe thanks the happy time 
That c'er ſhe loot me in. 


S O NG CCCXLI. Sleepy Body, &c. 


Omnol ente, 

Quaſo repente 
Vigila, vive, me tange. 
Jomuolente, qu ſo, &c. 


cum me ambiebas, 
Videri volebas 
Amoris negitiis aptus 3 
Sed factus manritus, 
Es ſemiſopitus, 
Et ſemper à ſomnio captus. 
O ſleepy Body, 
And ouly Body, 
O wiltuna waken and turn thee : 
To drivel and drant, 
While I ſigh and gaunt, 
Gives me good reaſon to ſcorn thee. 


When thou ſhouldſt be kind, 
Thou turnſt ſleepy and blind, 
And ſnoters and ſnores far frac me. 

Wae light on thy Face, 
Thy drowſy Embrace 
Is cnough to garme betray thee, 


$ON G CCCXLIL. Auld Sir, &c. 
* OM E here's to the Nymph that I love! 


Away ye vain Sorrows, away: 
Far, far from my Boſom be gone, 


All there ſhall be pleaſant aud gay. 
F 3 


— 
— * 4 — — 


Ov J © 
Far hence be the ſad and the penſive, 
Come fill up the Glaffes around, 
We'll drink till our Faces be ruddy, 
And all our vain Sorrows are drown'd, 


2 Tis done, and my Faney's exulting 
With every gay blooming Deſire; 
> My Blood with brisk Ardour is glowing, 
Soft Pleaſures my Boſom inſpire. 


My Soul now to Love is diflolvin 

Oh Fate! had I here my fair Charmer, 
I'd claſp her, I'd claſp her ſo eager, 

Of all her Diſdain Fa diſarm her. 


But hold, what has Love to do here 
Wich his Troops of vain Cares in Array, 
' Avauntidle = ve Intruder. 

He triumphs, he will not away. 


I'll drown him, come give me a Bumper; 
Young m_ here's to thy Confuſion. 
Now, now, he's — be's vanquiſh'd, 


Adieu to his anzious Delufion. 
Come, jolly God Bacchus, here's to thee z 1 
Huzza Boys, huzza Boys, huzza, 1 
Sing 16, = Is to Bacchus 

Hence all ye dull Thinkers withdraw. 


Come, what ſhou'd we do but be jovial, 
Come tune up your Voices and fing 
What Soul is fo dal to be beavy, 
When Wine ſets our Fancies en Wing. 


| Come, Pegaſus lies in this Bottle, 
He*ll mount us, hell mount us on highs 
Each of us a gallant young Perſeus, 
Sublime we'll aſcend to the Sky. 


Come mount, or adieu, I ariſe, 8 
In Seas of wide Æther I'm drown'd, 7 
The Clouds far beneath me are ſailing, 
I ſee the Spheres whirling around. 


” 


— 
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What Darkneſs, what Rattling is this, 1 
Thro' Chaos dark Regions I'm hurl'd, 

And now, — oh my Head it is knockt 
Upon ſome confounded new World, 


Now, now theſe dark Shades are retiring, 
See yonder bright blazes a Star, 

Where am I? — behold the Empyreum, 
With flaming Light ſtreaming from far, 


$ON G CCCXLUIL When Beauty, &c. 
Hen Beauty blazes heavenly bright, 


The Muſe can no more ceaſe to ſing, 
That can the Lark with rifing Light, 
Her Notes neglett with drooping Wing. 
The 3 ſhines, harmonious Ride mount 
high ; | 
The 2 Beauty ſmiles, and Poets fly. 
Young Annie's budding Graces claim 
The inſpir'd Thought, and ſofteſt Lays, 
And kindle in the Breaſt a Flame, 
Which muſt be vented in her Praiſe, 
Tell us, ye gentle Shepherds, have you ſeen 
Eer one ſo like an Angel tread the Green, 


Ye Youth, be watchful of your Hearts; 
When ſhe appears, take the Alarm: 
Love on her Beauty points his Darts, 
And wings an Arrow from each Charm. 
Around her Eyes and Smiles the Graces ſport, 
And to her ſnowy Neck and Breaſt reſort. 


But vain muſt every Caution prove; 
When ſuch inchanting Sweetneſs ſhines, 
The wounded Swain muſt yield to Love, 
And wonder, tho' he hopeleſs pines. 
Such Flames the foppiſh Butterfly ſhou'd ſhun 3 
The Eagle's only fir to view the Sun. 
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She's as the opening Lily fair z 
Her lovely Features are compleat g 
Whilſt Heav'n indulgent makes her ſhare 
With Angels all that's wiſe and ſweet. 
Theſe Virtues which divinely deck her Mind, 
Exalt each Beauty of th' inferior kind, 


Whether ſhe love the rural Scenes, 
Or ſparkle in the airy Town, 
O! happy he her Favour gains, 
Unhappy! if ſhe on him frown, 
The Muſe — vits the lovely Theme, 
Adieu ſhe ſings, and thrice repeats her Name. 


S O N G CCCXLIV. Whilf Igaze, &c; 


W Hilſt I gaze on Chloe trembling, 
Strait her Eyes my Fate declare; 


When ſhe ſmiles, I fear ditſembling, 
When the frowns, I then deſpair. 
Jealous of ſome Rival Lover, 
Ia wandring Look ſhe give z 
* Fain I would reſolve to leave her; 
But can ſooner ceaſe; to live. 


Why thould I conceal my Paſſion, 
Or the Torments I endure ? 

I will diſcloſe my Inclination: 
Awful Diſtance yields no Cure. 

Sure it is not in her Nature, 
To be cruel to her Slave; 

She is too divine a Creature 


To deſtroy what ſhe can ſave. 


Happy's he whoſe Inclination 
arms but with a gentle Heat: 
Never mounts to raging Paſſion, 
Love's a Torment if too great. 
When the Storm is once blown over, 
Soon the Ocean quiet grows, 
But a conſtant faithful Lover 
Scldom meets with true Repoſe. 
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B E wary, my Celia, when Cela don ſues, 
Theſe Wits arc the Bane of your Charms: 
_ play'd aginſt Reaſon, will certainly 
ores 


Warring naked with Robbers in Arms. 


| Young Damon deſpis'd for his Plainneſs of Parts, 
Has Worth that a Woman ſhould prize; 

He'll run the Race out, tho' he heavily ſtarts, 
And diſtance the ſhort-winded Wiſe. 


Your Fool is a Saint in the Temple of Love, 
And kneels all his Life there to pray; 
Your Wit but looks in, and makes baſte to re- 
move, 


'Tis a Stage he but takes in his way. 


SONG CCCXLVI. Czlia, &c. 


Elia, let not Pride undo you, 
Love and Life fly ſwiftly on ; 

Let not Damon ſtill Purſue you, 

Still in vain, till Love is gone : 
See how fair the blooming Roſe is, 

See by all how juſtly priz d; 
But when it its Beauty loſes, 

See the wither'd thing deſpis d. 


When theſe Charms that Youth have lent you, 
Like the Roſes are decay'd, 

Celia, you'll too late repent you, 
And be forc'd to die a Maid! 

Die a Maid! die a Maid! die a Maid, 

calia, you'll too late repent you, 


Aud be fore d to dic a Maid! 
Ps 


SONG CCCXLV. B: wary, as 
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SON G CCCXLVII. Lowes, Ke. 


1 Ove's a Diſtemper that comes with bigh 
Feeding, 
And is cur'd, like a Fever, by Emptying and 
Bleeding. 
It ſeizes the Brain, and the Head runs on Fan- 
_ Cles, ; 
That all the young Wenches are Queens in Ro- 
mances, 
But the Love Fit ſoon over, pretty Miſs provesa 


Dody, 
And her paſſionate Lover an arrant dull Booby, 


SONG CCCXLVIII. My Friend, ke. 


M Y Friend and I, we drank whole Piſs-pots, 
Full of Sack up to the brim: 
I drank to my Friend, and he drank his Pot, | 
So we put about the Whim: 
Three Bottles and a Quart 
We ſwallow'd down our Throat, 
(But hang ſuch puny Sips as theſe; } 
We laid us all along, 
With our Mouths unto the Bung, 
And tipp'd whole Hogſheads off with Eaſe, 


I heard of a Fop that drank whole Tankards, 
Stil'd himſelf the Prince of Sots : Y 

But I ſay now, hang ſuch filly Drunkards, 
Melt their Flaggons, break their Pots, 
My Friend and I did join 
For a Cellar full of Wine, 

And we drank the Vintner out of Door 
We drank it all up 
In a Morning, at a Sup, 

And greedily wel about for more. 


My Friend to me did make this Motionz 
Let us to the Vintage skip: 

Then we imbark'd upon the Ocean, 
Where we found 8 Spaniſh Ship, 


L 323 J 
Deep laden with Wine, 
| Which was ſuperfine, 
h The Sailors ſwore five hundred Tun 
| We drank it all at Sea, 
4 Ere we came unto the Key, 
And the Merchant ſwore he was quite undone; 
n- My Friend, not having quench'd his Thirſt, 
Said, let's to the Vineyards haſte: 
o- 


Strait then we ſail'd to the Canaries, 
Which afforded juſt a Taſte; 


32 From thence unto the Rhine, 
Where we drank up all the Wine, 
Ye Till Bacchus cry'd, hold ye Sots, or you die. 
And ſwore he never found, 
ce. In his univerſal Round, 


ts; Such thirſty Souls as my Friend and I, 


Out fie! cries One, 
What a Beaſt be makes him, 
He can neither ſtand nor go: 
Out you Beaſt, you, you're much miſtaken, 
When e'er knew you a Beaſt drink ſo? 
»Tis when we drink the leaſt, © 
That we drink moſt like a Beaſt g 
Bat when we carouſe it fix in Hand ; 
'Tis then, and only then, 
That we drink the moſt like Men, 
When we drink till we can neither go nor ſtand, 


SON G CCCXLIX. Young Czlia, Cc. 


V Oung Calia, in her tender Years, 
The Roſe · bud on its Stalk, 
Fill'd with a Virgin's modeſt Fears, 
Stepp'd forth one Eve to walk: 
She ok had heard of Love's blind Boy,, 
And wiſh'd to find him out, 
* for to meet the Jo 
which ſhe'd been in doubt. 
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A pleaſing ſhady Grove ſhe ſpy'd 
Where — 2 Aſpens — 
Cloſe to its flow ry Verge did glide 
A murm'ring limpid Brook. 
Amyntor ſighing there ſhe found, 
She heard him talk of Love 
His Crook lay bye him on the Ground, 
While thus he pray'd to Fove. 


Grant, mighty Pow'r! that I may find 
Some Eaſe within this Breaſt; 

Grant, that my Celia may be kind, 
And wake Amyntor bleſt. 

Grant her to know the Force of Loye, 
And of her Swain's Deſire, 

Grant but of me ſhe may approve, 
And more [I'll ne'er require. 


SONG CCCL. The Ordnante, &c. 


HE Ordnance aboard, 
Such Joy does afford, | 
As no Mortal, no Mortal, no Mortal, 
No Mortal e er more can deſire : 
Each Member repairs 
F:om the Tower to the Stairs, 
And by Water whuſh, and by Water whuſhz 
By Water they all go to fire, 


Of each Piece that's aſhore, 
* pag. ſearch from the Bore; 
And to proving, to proving, to provin 
To Tak * - in 25 — 
Their Glaſſes are large, 
And whene'er they diſcharge, 
There's a boo huzza, a boo huzza, a boo huzzay 
Guns and Bumpers go off together. 


Old Vulcan for Mars 
Fitted Tools for his Wars, 
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To enable him, enable him, enable him, 
Enable him to conquer the faſter; 
But Mars, had he been 
Upon our Wookyich Green, 
To have heard boo huzza, boo huzza, boo huzze, 
He'd have own'd Great Marlb'ro' his Maſter. 


SONG CCCLI. Ir this Grove, &c. 


N this Grove my Strephon walkt, 
Here he lov'd, and there he talk'd, 

Here be lov'd, &c. 

In this Place his Loſs L prove, 

Aſad Remembrance of our Love. 

Oh! ſad Remembrance of our Love, 


lu this Grove my Strephon ſtray'd, 

Here he ſmil'd and there betray'd ; 

Here be ſmil'd, &c. | 

Every whiſp'ring Breeze can tell, 

How I, poor 1 believing, fell; . 
Ah! by too ſoon believing, fell. 


By this Stream my Strephon mov'd, 
Here he ſung, and there he lov'd 3 
Here be ſung, &c. 

Every Stream and every Tree 

Cries out, perfidious cruel he! 


And helpleſs poor forſaken ſhe. 


On this Bank my Strephon lean'd, 

A lovely Foe, but faithleſs Friend ; 

A lovely Foe, &c, 

Ye verdant Banks, each Stream and Grove, 
Once joyous Seenes, now diſmal prove, 


Since Strephon's falſe to me and Love, 


SONG CCCLII. 7 may ceaſe, & 
W O U may ceaſe to complain, 


For your Suit is in vain, 
Alt Attempts you can make 
But augment her Diſdain z 
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She bids you give over 
While tis in your Power, 
For, except her Eſteem, 
She can grant you no more: 
Her Heart has been long ſince 
Afaulied and won, 
Her Truth is as laſting 
Aud firm as the Sun 
You'll find it more eaſy 
Your Paflion to cure, 
Than for ever thoſe fruitleſs 
Endeavours endure. 


You may give this Advice 
To the wretched and wiſe, 
But a Lover like me | 
Will thoſe Precepts deſpiſe 3 
I ſcorn to give over, | 
Were it in my Power; 
Tho' Eſteem were deny'd me, 
Yet her I'll adore, 
A Heart that's been touch'd. 
Will ſome Simpathy bear, 
Tuill leſſen my Sorrows, 
If the takes a Share. 
I'll count it more Honour 
In dying her Slave, 
Than 15 er Affe ctions 
The Steddineſs crave. 


You may tell her I'll be 
Her true Lover, tho' ſne 
Should Mankind deſpiſe 
Out of Hatred to me; 
*Tis mean to give o'er 
*Cauſe we get no Reward, 
She loſt not . Worth 


When I loſt her Regard ;, 
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My Love on an Altar n 
More noble ſhall burn, 
I ſtill will love on, 
Without Hopes of Return; 
I'll tell her ſome other 
Has kindled the Flame, 
And I'll figh for herſelf 
In another one's Name. 


SON G CCCLUI. 4 Presbyterian, &c. 


Presbyterian Cat ſat watching of her P 
7 in the Houle G 2 N 
She caught a Mouſe 0 
Upon a Sabbath Day. 
The Miniſter offended at ſueh à Cat prophane, 
T hrew by his Book, 
The Cat he took, 
And bound her in a Chain, 


Thou damn'd confounded Creature, and Blood= 
ſhedder, faid he, 
Tbink' ſt thou to throw 
To Hell below 
My Holy Wife and me. 
Thou well may'ſt be aflured, thou Blood for 
Blood ſhalt pay, 
For taking of the Mouſe's Life 
Upon the Sabbath Day. 


Then vp 1 took the Bible, and heartily be 
ray” 
, ” That the Great Sin 
The Cat had done 
Might not on them be laid: 
Then ſtrait to Execution poor Boderaw was 


drawn, 
There hang'd was ſhe 
na Tree 


CD 
While Pact. Jobn ſung a Pſalm, 
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s O N G CCCLIV. 7%, all the, kr. 


E 8, all the World will ſure agree, 
He who's ſecur'd of having - 264 
Will be entirely bleſt 
But 'twere in me too great a Wrong, 
To make one who has been ſo loy 


My Queen, my Slave at laſt. 


Nor ovght theſe things to be confin'd, 
That were for publick Good defign'd: 
Cou'd we, in fooliſh Pride, 
Make the Sun always with us ſtay, 
Twou'd burn our Corn and Graf away, 
To ftarve the World beſide. 


Let not the Thoughts of parting, fright 
Two Souls which Paffion does unite g 
For while our Love does laſt, 
Neither will ſtrive to go away, 
And why the Devil ſhould we ſtay, 
When once that Love is paſt ? 


S O N G CCCLV. While filently, xe. 


W Hile ſilently L lov'd, nor dar'd, 
To tell my Crime aloud, 


The Influence of your Smiles I ſhar'd, 


In'common with the Crowd. 


But when I once my Flame expreſt, 
In Hopes to caſe my Pain, 
You fingl'd me out from all the reſt, 
The Mark of your Diſdain. 


If thus, Corinna, you ſhall frown 
On all that do —__ 


Then all Mankind muſt be und 
Or you mat file vo more, IM 


80 


U 
A 
W 
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M 
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&c, 
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so NG CCCLVI. Early in the, Se. 


Arly in the Dawn 


Barn, 


of a Winter's Morn, 
Brother Dick and 1 went forth into the 


To get ourſelves a Heat 


By Threſhing of the Wheat 
From the Stack, the Stacks. 


The Stack, the Stack: 


The Straws flew about 


And the Flails they kept a Rout, | 
With a Thwack, thwack, thwack, thwack, 


thwack. 


Margery came in then with an earthen Pot 
Full of a Pudding that was piping hot 

I caught her by the N 

And thank'd her for my Breakfaſt 


With a Smack, Ges. 


Up went her Tail, 


And down went the Flail, 


With a Thwack, Sec. 


Dick threſhing on, ery'd out, fie for Shame! 
Muſt I beat the Buſh, while you catch the 


Game ? 


Sow your wild Oats 


And mind not her wild Notes 


Of Alack ! Sec. 
Faith I did the Job, 
Whilſt the Flail bore a 
With a Thwack, &c. 


She ſhook off the Straws, and did nothing aib, 
_— there was no Defence againſt a Flail3 


Bob, 


ut quietly lay ſtill, 


And bid me fi 
Her Sack, Gesc. 


But *twas all in vain 


, fill, fill 


For I had ſpilt my Grain 


With a Thwack, See. 


eck faſt, 
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so NG CCCLVIL Would Fatt, ke 


Ould Fate to me Belinda give, 
Wich her alone I'd chuſe to live; 
Variety I'd ne'er require, 
Nor a greater, nor a greater, 
Nor a greater Bliſs defire, 


My charming Nymph if you can find 
Amongſt * 5 a F 
A Man that loves you more than I, 
Fl reſign you, I'll refign you, 

Fl refign youz tho” I die. 


Let my Belinda fill my Arms, 

With all her Beauties, all her Charms, 
With Scorn and Pity I'd look down 
On the Glories, on the Glories, 

On the Glories of a Crown. 


SONG CCCLVIII. Daley, .. 


Ulcy, no more miſpend your Prime, 
But wiſcly ule 2 Time, 
Nor truſt a future Day 3 
In vain you think that lovely Face, 
Adorn'd with every blooming Grace, 
Will not in Time deeay, 


Obſerve the Lilies in the Field, 

That pleaſant Scents and Proſpetts yield, 
How ſhort their Beauty laſts 3 

How ſoon their blooming Whiteneſs fades, 

How ſoon they mourn with drooping Heads, 
In Winter's chilly Blaſts, 

Then to ſome Youth thy Charms reſign, 

(Oh ! may the happy Fate be mine) 
And kindly crown his Joys; 

If in your Bloom you yield to Love, 

The Swain will ever conſtant prove, 


| When Age that Bloom deſtroys. 


&e; 


17 
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$0 NG CCCLIX. Once in our Lives. 


NCE in our Lives, | 
Let us drink to our Wives, 
Tho' their Numbers be but ſmall; 
Heaven take the beſt, 
And the Devil take the reſt, 
And ſo we ſhall get rid of them all, 
To this hearty Wiſh, 
Let each Man take his Diſh, 
And drink, drink till he fall, 


$ON G CCCLX. To all you. Ladies 
now at Land. 
O you fair Ladies, now in Town, 
{Þ We Countrymen do writez 
And do invite you to come down, 
To taſte of our Delight: 
The Weather's fine, the Fields are gay, 
And 'tis the pleaſant Month of May, 
Fa, la, la, la, fa, la. 
The Country's now in all its Pride, 
New dreſt in lovely Green ; 
The Earth, with various Colours dy'd, 
Diſplays a lovely Scene: 
A thouſand pretty Flowr's appear, 
To deck your 44 and your Hair, 


Fa, la, &c. 
The Cuckow's pick'd up all Dirt: 
The Trees are all in Bloom 3 


If Rural Muſick can divert, 
Each Buſh affords a Tune: 
The Turtle's heard in ev'ry Grove, 
The Milk-maids fing their Songs of Love, 
Fa, la, &c. 
Could we perſuade you to come down, 
Our Joys would be compleat z 
Dear Ladies, leave the noiſy Town, 
Aud to our Shades retreat : 
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W. 
Would but in our Shades appear, l 
You'd _ our Fields Elixium bere, 1 
Fa, la, &c. 
We'll ſhew you all our Cowſlip. Meads, WI 
And pleaſant Woods and Springs; 
And lead you to the tuneful Shades, It | 
Where Philomela ſings: 
Sweet Philomel, whoſs warbling Throat An 
Excels your Seneſino's Note, 
Fa, la, &c. a My 
- For you we deck and trim our Bowers, 
And make our Gardens fine; My 
For you preſerve our choiceſt Flowers, a 
That now are in their Prime: At 
The murm'ring Brooks accuſe your Stay, | 
And Zepbyrs oh for your Delay, Th 
Fa, la, &c. y 
Come then, and take our Morning Air, An 
2 roſe from flow'ry Beds; ' 
"Tis better than your Snuff by far, Th 
And all Perfumes exceeds : | 
Our Ev'ning Walks more Pleaſures bring, Ill 
Than the gay Park, and crouded Ring, ? 
Fa, la, C. But 
For your own ſakes, if not for ours, | 
The duſty Town forego z An 
Freſh Air will give your Eyes new Powers, ] 
And make each Beauty glow: 
Twill to the Lily add the Roſe, 8 
And ev'ry brighter Charm diſcloſe, 
Fa, la, &c. 
SON G CCCLXI. What, tho 1 an i ( 
a Country Laſs ? Ar 


HAT, tho' I ama London Dame, | 

Aud lofty Looks I bear · a? | 

I carry ſure as good a Name, N. 
As thoſe who Ruſſet wear-a. 
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My Skin it is more white=a, 
Than any of the Country Maids, 
That in the Fields dehght-a. 


What, tho“ I to Aﬀemblies go, 
And at the Opera ſhine-a? 

It is a thing all Girls muſt do, 
That will be Ladies fine-a. 

And while I hear Fauſtina fing 
Before the King andQueen-a 

My Eyes they are upon the Wi 
To lee if am _ — 


My Pekoe and Imperial Tea, 
Are — me in the Morn-a 3 

At Noon, Champagne, and rich Tokayg 
My Tables do adorn: a, 

The Evening then does me invite 
To play at dear Quadrille-a : 

And ſure in this there's more Delight, 
Than in a purling Rill-a, 


Then fince my Fortune does allow, 
I'll live juſt as I pleaſe. a 
I'll never milk my F ather's Cow, 
Nor preſs his coming Chee ſe- a3 
But take my Swing both Night and Day, 
I'm ſure it is no Sin-az 
And as tor what the grave ones ſay, 
I value not a Pin- a. 


What, tho“ my Cloathsare rich Brocade, 5 


SON G CCCLXII. Come hither; 


pretty Laſs. 


8 AN I view a doating Aſs, 
Cringing to a ſcornful Laſs, 

And not burſt my Sides with hay ha, ha ? 
Or behold a baughty Fair, 
Giving Sentence of Deſpair, 

Nor the Farce deride with ha, ha, ha? 


„„ I - 
Tho? 1 flatter, ſigh, and whine, 
When I hope to have her mine; 
Yet when Frolick makes her prance, 


I give Muſick to her Dance, 
And tune her Pride with ha, ha, ha! 


SONG CCCLXII. 014 Sir, ee. 


OME, come, my Hearts of Gold, 
Let us be merry and wiſe, 
It 1s a Proverb of old, 
Suſpicion bas double Eyes : 
Whatſoever we ſay or do, 
Let's not drink to diſturb the Brain 3 
Let's laugh for an Hour or two, N 


And ne er be drunk again. re 


A Cup of old Sack is good, 

To drive the cold Winter away; 
"Twill cheriſh, and comfort the Blood 

Moſt when a Man's Spirits decay: 
But he that doth drink too much, 

Of his Head he will complain g 
Then let's have a gentle Touch, 

And ne er be drunk again. 


Good Claret was made for Man, 

But Man was not made for it; 
Let's be oy as we can, 

we drink not away our Wit: 

Good Fellowſhip is abus'd, 

And Wine will infe& the Brain; 
But we'll have it better us'd, 

And ne'er be drunk again. 


When with Good Fellows we meet, 
A Quart among three or four, 
”T will make us ſtand on our Feet 


While others lie drunk on the Floor. 


TFN 
Then, Drawer, go fill us a Quart, 
And let it be Claret in grain ; 
Twill cheriſh and comfort the 
But we'll ne'er be drunk again. 


Here's a Health to our noble King, 

Aid to the Quork of his Heart 

Ke. Let's laugh, and merrily ſing, 

And he's a Coward that will ſtart ; 
Here's a Health to our General, 

And to thoſe that were in Spaing 
And to our Colonel, 

And we'll ne'er be drunk again. 


Inough's as as a Feaſt, 
If a Man did but Meaſure know g 
A Drunkard's worſe than a Beaſt, 
For he?ll drink till he cannot go. 
If a Man could Time recal, 
In a Tavern that's ſpent in vain, 
We'd learn to be ſober all, 
And we'd ne er be drunk again. 


$ON G CCCLXIV. 7 you, &ci 


T O all ye Ladies now at Bath, 
And cke, ye Beaus, to you, 
With aching Heart, and wat'ry Eyes, 
I bid my laſt Adieu, 
Farewel, ye Nymphs, who Water ſip, 
Hot teeking from the Pumps, 
While Mufick lends her friendly Aid, 
To cheer you from the Dumps, | 
Farewel, ye Nymphs, who prating ſtand, 
And criticize the Fair, 
Lourſelves the Joke of Men of Senſe, 
Who hate a Coxcomb's Air. 


Farewel to Deard's, and all her Toys, 
Which glitter in the Shop, 

Deludiog Traps to Girls and Boys; 
The Warehouſe of the Fop. 
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ind[ay's and Hays's both 
2 71. in the ſpacious Hall, | 
With bounding Steps and ſprightly Air, 

I've led up many a Ball, | 
Where Somerville, of courteous Mien, 

Was Partner in the Dance, . 

With ſwimming Haus, and Brownlow blithe, 
And Britton, Pink of France. \ 


Poor Naſh, farewel, may Fortune's Smile 
Thy drooping Soul revive z 
My Heart is full, I can no more 
obn, bid the Coachman drive, u 


SON G CCCIXV. o , 
 Whitſun. Holiday. 


W H O truſts quaint Urbanity, 
| Ten to One, 
Is undone 
By her Vanity: 
For; void of — 8 
Men will G h, 4 1 
Swear, and lye, 
8 But * enſnare. 
ince no Law binds Quali 
Nor the Vows 2 
To a Spouſe, 
© Ladies, beware! 
Nought but Liberality, | *. 
Is the Pro 
Of your . | 
And worth your Care, 
Let Fools their fond Prattle vent, 5 
But ſtrong Deed of Settlement, . |] 
Is Love's ſafeſt Battlement; 
All the reſt 
Is a Jeſt, 


&z 


ſong 


19 J 
SON G CCCLXVI. Sure Marriage 
is a fine thing. 
F O U laugh to ſee me fond appear, 
Of one not worth the Part, fa, la, la, &c. 
A Wretch by Nature inſincere, 
And amorous by Art. Fal, lal, lal, &c. 


Wrong not a well-meant, honeſt Flame, 

To Lats undeſign'd ; fal, lal, lal, &c. 
'Tis to her Sex, not her, I am 

So ardent, and ſo kind. Fal, [al, lal, &e. 
Where*s now the mighty Diff*rence ſhewn, 

In what we diff rent do? fal, lal, lal, &c. 
One feigns to all alike, and one 

To all alike is true. Fal, lal, lal, &c. 
As both have hundreds done before, 

Each other we careſs; ful, lal, lal, &c, 
Impartial ſhe loves no Man more, 


And I no Woman leſs. Fal, lal, lal, &c. 


So NG CCCLXVII. City Ramble: 


1. Man. I Once was a Poet at London, 
I kept my Heart ſtill full of Glee g 
There's no can ſay that I'm un- 
done, f 
For begging's no new Trade to me. 
Tol derol, &c. 
2. Man. I once was an Attorney at Law, 
And after, a Knight of the Poſt : 
Give me a brisk Wench in clean Straw, 
And I value not who rules the Roaſt. 
Tol derol, &c. 
3: Man, Make room for a Soldier in Buff, 
Who valiantly ſtrutted about, 
Till he fancy d the Peace breaking off, 
And then he moſt wiſely=ſold our, 
Tol derol, &c, 
Q 
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4. Mas. Here comes a Courtier polite, Sir, 


Who flatter'd my Lord to his Face; 


Now Railing is all his Delight, Sir, 


Becauſe he miſs'd getting a Place. 


Tol derol, &c. 


5. Man, I ſtill am a metry Gut-Seraper, 


Tho 
ol erol, &c. 


'M Y Heart never yet felt a Qualm z 
oor, I can frolick and va 
And ſing any Tune, but a Pſalm, 


6. Man. I was a fanatical Preacher, 


I turn'd up my 1 Ipray'd; 
ſtarved their 


But my Hearers 
Teacher, 


For they beliey'd not one Word that 


I ſaid. 


Tol derol, &c, ; 
x May, Whoe'er would be *” free, 
Let him liſt, and from us he may 
* learn: 
In Palaces who ſhall you ſee 


Half ſo happy as we ina Barak 


Tol Aero, &c. 


CHORUS of all. 


Whoe'er would be merry and free, 
Let him liſt, and from us he may 


learn: 


In Palaces who ſhall you ſee 
Half ſo happy as we in Barn? 
0s, | 


Tol derol, &c. 


SONG CCCLXVIII. Power of Loot. 
T dead of Night, when wrapt in Sleep, 


The eful Cottage lay; 
A. left her folded Sheep, F 


Her Garland, Crook, and uſeleſs $cripz 


Love led the Nymph aſtray» 


— 
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Looſe, and undreſs'd, ſhe takes her Flight, 
To a near Mirtle Shade; * 
The conſcious Moon gave all her Light, 
To bleſs her raviſh'd Lover's Sight, 
And guide the lovely Maid. - 


His eager Arms the Nymph embrace, 
And to atſuage his Pain, 

His reſtleſs Patiion he obeys: 

At ſuch an Hour, in ſach a Place, 
What Lover could contain? 


In vain ſhe call'd the conſcious Moon, 
The Moon no Succour gave; 

The cruel Stars, unmov'd, look on, 

And ſeem'd to ſmile at what was done, 
Nor would her Honour ſave. 


Vanquiſh'd at laſt by powerful Love, 
The Nymph expiring lay; 
No more ſhe ſigh'd, no more ſhe ſtrove, 
Since no kind Stars were found above, 
She bluſh'd, and dy'd away. 


Let bleſt the Grove, her conſcious Flight, 
And Youth that did betray; 

And anting, dying, with 3 

She bleſt the kind, trauſporting Night, 
And curs'd approaching Day. 


SON G CCCLXIX. Of all the 
Girls that are, &c. 


S Damon late with Chloe ſat, 
A They talk'd of am'rous Bliſles ; 
ind things he ſaid, which the repaid, 
In plealing Smiles and Kiſſes. 
With tuneful Tongue, of Love he ſung , 
She thank'd him for his Dirty: | 
But ſaid, one Day ſhe heard him ſay, 
The Flute was mighty pretty. 
Q 2 i Bt. 
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— 


Young Damon, who her Meaning knew, 


Took out his Pipe to charm her 


And while he ſtrove with wanton e, 


And ſprightly Airs, to warm her: 


She begg'd rhe Swain, to play one Strain, 


In all the ſofteſt Meaſure, 


Whoſe killing Sound would ſweetly wound, | 


And make her die with Pleaſure, 


Eager to do't, he takes the Flute, 
And ev'ry Accent traces; 

Love trickling thro? his Fingers flew, 
And whiſper'd melting Graces : 

He play'd his E with wond'rous Art, 
ExpeRting Praiſes after 3 

But ſhe, inſtead of falling dead, 
Burſt out into a Laughter. 

Taking the Hint, as Chloe meant, 
Said he, My Dear, be eaſy 


I have a Flute, which, tho? *tis mute, 
May play a Tune to pleaſe ye. 


Then down he laid the charming Maid, 


He found her kind: and willing, 
He play'd again, and tho' each Strain 
Was filent, yet *twas killing. 
Fair Chloe ſoon approv'd the Tune, 
And vow'd he play'd divinely 
Ler's have it o'er, ſaid ſhe, once more, 
Lr goes exceeding finely : 


The Flute is good that's made of Wood, 


And is, I own, the neateſt ; 
Yet ne'crtheleſs I muſt confeſs, 
The ſilent Flute's the ſweeteſt, 


SONG CCCLXX. Dear Chloe, &. 


E A R Chloe attend + 
To th' Advice of a Friend, 
And for once be admoniſh'd by mes 
Before you engage 


To wed with old Age, 


Wa 


; WS < >; 
Think how Summer and Winter agree,, 
Think how Summer and Winter agree. 


So ancient a Fruit, 

For want os Root, 

sdoom'd to a Decay; 
Youth might 2 your — 
But old Age in young Arms, 

Is like Froſty Weather in May, 


Believe me, dear Maid, 

When the beſt Cards are play'd, 
You ſeldom can meet with a Trump; 

And to help the Jeſt on, 

When the Sucker is gone, 
What a Plague would you do with a Punp? 


Let Men of Threeſcore 
Think of Wedlock no more, . 
They need not be fond of that Nooſe 5 
The Cripple that begs, 
Without any Legs, 
Can have no great Occafion for Shoes. 


A Clock out of Repair 
Doth but badly declare 

The Hour of the Day or the Night; 
For, unleſs, my dear Love, | 


The Pendulum move, a 
Twou'd be ſtrange if the Clock ſhou d go right 


$ O N G CCCLXXI. When for Ar. 


HEN for Air 

I take my Mare, 
And mount her firſt, 

Walk. She walks juſt thus, 
Her Head held low, 
And Motion flow; 
With Nodding, Plodding, 


Wagging, Jogging, 
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Dafhing,' Plaſhing, 
Snorting, Starting, 6 
Whimſically ſhe goes: ä 7 
Then Whip ſtirs up, | 
Trott. Trott, Trott, Trott; 
Ambling then with eaſy Slight, 8 
Pace. She rigg les like a Bride at Night ; 
Her rus, Hitch, * 
Regales my Britch; 
Trott. Whilſt Trott, Trott, Trott, Trott, A 
Brings on the Gallop, 
Gallop. The Gallop, the Gallop, E. 
A 
0 


The Gallop and then a ſhort 

Trott. Trott, Trott, Trott, Trott, 
Straight again up and down, 

{ Gallop. ve and down, up and down, 


Till ſhe comes home with à Trott, Li 
Trott. When Night dark grows. 

Juſt ſo P hillis, N. 

Fair as Lilies, . 
Walk. As her Face is, Fe 

Has her Paces 3 | 

And in Bed too, N. 

Like my Pad too g Or 


— Plodding, 
agging, 10 ing, 
Da ng. laſts 
- Flirting Spirting, | 
Artful are all her Ways: 
Trott. Heart thumps pitt, patt, 
Trott, Trott, Trott, Trott: 


Pace. Ambling, then her Tongue gets looſe, 
Whilſt Wrigling near I preſs more cloſe : O 


Ye Devil the cries, T! 
I'll tear your Kyes, 4 
Trott . When in ſeiz'd, Tl 


Galley, 1 Gall Gallop I Gallop, I Gallop, I 0! 
A Hop. 0 
Tar. And Tlott, Trott, Trott, rott, 


L 343 J 
Streight again up and down, 
Gallop. Up and down, up and down, 
Till the laſt Jerk with a Trott, 
Trott. Ends our Love Chaſe. 


So NG CCCLXXI.L 7he Lerks, &c. 


H E Larks awake the drowzy 
My deareſt lovely Chloe riſe, 
And with thy dazzling Rays adorn 
The ample World and Azure Skies: 
Each Eye of thine out- ſnines the Sun, 
Tho' deck'd in all his Light; 
As much as he excels the Moon, 
Or each ſmall twinkling Star at Noon, 
Or Meteor of the Night. 


Look down and fee your Beauty's Pow'r, 
See, ſee the Heart in which you reign 5 
No Conquer'd Slave in Triumph bore, 


Did ever wear ſo ſtrong a Chain: 


Feed me with Smiles that I may live, 
I'll ne'er wiſh to be free; 

Nor ever hope for kind Reprieve, 

Or Love's grateful Bondage leave, 
For Immortality. | 


$ONG CCCLXXIIL Z% Night, &c. 


1 Aſt Night a Dream came into my Head, 
Thou wert a fine white Loaf of Bread; 
Then if May Butter I cou'd be, 

How I wou'd ſpread, 
Oh! how I wou'd ſpread my ſelf on thee : 
This Morning too my Thoughts ran hard, 
That you were made a cool Tankard ; 
Then cou'd I but a Lemon be, 

How I wou'd ſqueeze, 
Oh! bow I wou'd ſqueeze my Juice in thee. 

* 
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Lately when Fancy too did roam, 
Thou wert, my dear, a Honey · comb; 
And had I been a pretty Bee, 

How I wou'd ſuck, 
Oh ! how I wou'd creep, creep into thee, 


A Viſion too I had of old, 
That thou a"Morter wert of Gold; 


Then cou'd I but the Peſtle be, 


How I wou'd pound, 


Oh! how I wou'd pound my Spice in thee, 


Once too my Dream did Humour take, 
Thou wert a Bowl of Hefford's Rack; 
2.— ccu'd I then the Ladle be; 


How wou'd I pour, 


Ob! how wou'd I = out Joys from thee» 
Another time by 


harm divine, 
I dreamt thou wert an Orchard fine; 
Then cou'd I but thy Farmer be, 
How I boos plant, 
Oh ! how I wou'd plant my Fruit in thee, 


Soon after Whims came in my Pate, 
Thou wert a Pot of Chocolate; 
And cou'd I but the Rowler be, 
How vou'd J rub, 
Oh! how wou'd I twirl, and froth up thee : 
But ſince all Dreams are vain, my Dear, 
Let now ſome ſolid Joy appear; 
My Soul ſtill thine is . to be, 
Let Body now with Soul agree. 


SONG CCCLXXIV. The Infirs- 
ment with which to fing. 


H E Inſtrument with which to ſing 
Romana oft my Ears did bleſs ; 
Negle&ed now with broken String, 
Deny'd the long'd.for Happineſa. 


u- 


1 

Till I refoly'd to loſe no pat 
Of Joy, and taught by Love the way 3, + - 

Devoted one that ſtrung my Heart, do 
Provided ſhe would Sing and Play. 


- Then Muſick ſweeter than the Spheres, þ. a 


Tbat from her Hands and Lips did fall; 
My Soul ſo raviſh'd thro? my Ears, | 
y Heart ne'er felt its Loſs at all. 


SONG CCCEXXV. Stella, Sc. 


- TELL A, with Heart-controuling Grace; 
t } Young Hylas at firſt Gght ſurpriz'd ; 
The Beau that knew his Luekleſs Face, 
Runs to his Glaſs to be advis'd: 
Tell me, ſaid he, what I ſhall wear, 
How curl, or how adorn my Hair 
This Charmer to command: 
What taking Dreſs ſhall I put on, 
To bring this Taſſel gently down, 
And Lure to my Hand ? 


The God of Love that heard, — * 
Fond Fool, aſpire not to poſſeſs; 
Her Angel Mind averſe to Pride, 
Deſert Eſteems, and not the Dreſs : 
ou = will no more _ 
n might the Joys Divine, 
2 . Þaradiſe; 
To him that hopes to be a Saiat, 
By Powdering, Patching, and by Paint, 
Inſtead of Sacrifice. 


SONG CCCLXXVI. Tom Cc. 


0 M Tinker's my true Love, and I am his 
Dear, 

And I will go with him his Budget to bear; 

For of all the young Men he has the beſt lock, 

All the Day he will Paddle, at Night be will 


6 } _ 
This way, that way, which wa s 
I — fare | ſay n g that 4 take IL 
With Hammer on Kettle he tabors all Day, 
At Night be will tumble on Strumil or Hay 5 
He calls me his Jewel, his delicate Duck, 
Ad then will he take up my Smicket to 

This ways &c. 

Tom Tinker I ſay was a Jolly ſtout Lad, 
He tickled young Nancy, and made her ſtark 


mad 
To have . Rubbers with him on the Graſs, 
By reaſon ſhe knew that he had a god 
This way, &c. 

There was an old Woman on Crutches ſhe came? 
To luſty Tom Tinker, Tom Tinker by Name; 
And tho? ſhe was aged near threeſcore and five, 
She kickt up her Heels, and reſolved to 

This way, &c. 
A beautiful Damſel came out of the Weſt, 
And ſhe was as Jolly and brisk as the beſts 
She'd dance and ſhe'd taper as wild as a Buck, 
And told Tom the Tinker ſhe would have ſome - 
This way, &c. 


A. Lady ſhe call'd him her Kettle to mend, 

And ſhe reſolyed her ſelf to attend ; 

Now as he ſtood ſtooping and mending the Braſs, 

His Breeches were torn, and down hung his 
This way, &e. 


Something ſhe ſaw that pleaſed her well, 
She call'd in the Tinker, and gave him a Spell; 
With Pig, Gooſe and Capon, and good ftore of 


Suck, 


That he might be willing to give her ſome ——« 


This way, &c. 


He bad ſuch a Trade that he turn'd me away, 
Yet as I was going he caus'd me to ſtays 


- 
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S0 as towards him 1 was going to paſs, 


He gave me a Slap in the Face with his me 
T his way, &c. | 
I 2 in my Heart he had ſtruck off my 
Ole, f 
I gave him as as he brought, I ſuppoſe 
My Words pou teady and wonderful blaze, 
Quoth I, I had rather been ſtobb'd in my —— 
This way, &e, 
I met with a Butcher a killing a Calf, 
I then ſtepp'd to him and cried out half: . 
At his firſt Denial I fell very fick, ; 
And he ſaid it was all for a Touch of his 
This way, &c, | 
I met with a Fencer a going to School, 
I told him at Fencing he was but a Fool; 
He _ but three Rapiers, and they were all 
unt, 
And told him he ſhould no more play at my — 
This way, &c. h 
I met with a Barber with Razor and Balls, 
He ſwagger'd and told me for all my brave Alla 
He . ha ve a Stroke, and his Words they were 
unt, 
I could not deny him the uſe of my 
This way, &c, 
I met with a Fidler a Fidling aloud, 
He told me he had loſt the Caſe of his Crowd 
I being good-natur'd as I was wont, | 
Told him he ſhould make a Caſe of my 
This way and that way, and which way you 
can, 


For the Faireſt of Women will lye with a Mans 


$ ON G CCCLXXVII. Take, &c. 


AKE not the firſt Refuſal ill, 
Tho' now ſhe won't, anon ſhe will: 
She were not Woman, if ſhe knew 
Moment what the next ſhe'd do, 


* 


*% . 


„ 6 ths 
If you'll bave Patience, ſhe'll be kind ; 
To- day ne er knew tomorrow s Mind: 
Wait till you find her in the Cue, 
If you don't ask her, ſhe'll ask you. 


S ON G CCCLXXVIII. Panthea, &. 


Anthea all the Senſes trears, 
The Eye with Objects dear, 
The Smell with Nature's pureſt Sweets, 
With Harmony the Ear: 
The Taſte with Food ambrofial. 
But oh! the Touch is all in all; | 
But oh! the Touch is all in all; 8 


Is all in all, Sec. 


S O N G CCCLXXIX. Love is, & i , 
C 


OVE is a Bauble, 
No Man is able 
To ſay, it is this, or tis that; 
An idle Paſſion, 
Of ſuch a Faſhion, 
»Tis like I cannot tell what. 


Fair in the Cradle, 
Foul in the Saddle, 
Always too cold, or too hot 5 
An errant Lyar, 
Fed by Deſire, 
It is, and yet it is not. HE , 
Love is a Fellow, a 
Clad all in Yellow, 
The Canker- worm of the Mind; 
A pri vy Miſchief, It 
And ſuch a fly Thief, 
No Man knows where him to find, 


Love is a Wonder, 
Tis here, and *tis yonder, 


a oz a __- 


A 


fs 


Cao T 

Tis common to all Men, we knowg _ 
A very Cheater, ; 
Ev'ry one's better, - 

Then hang him, and ler him go. 


SO N G CCCLXXX. Hor happy's 
the Lover. | 


O n that Husband who after few 
cars, 
Of rolling and brawling, Confufion and Folly, 
Shall ſee his Xantippe drown'd in her Tears, 
Then prithee Alexis be Jolly, be Jolly, 
Then prithee Alexis be Jolly. a 


So NG CCCLXXXI. Abroad, Re. 


Broad as I was walking, I ſpy'd two Maids 
a wreſtling, 
The one threw the other unto the Ground 
One _ ſhe let a Fart, ſtruck the other to the 
cart 
Was not this a grievous Wound? 


This Fart it was heard into Mr. Bowwman's Yard, 
With a great and a mighty Power ; 
For ought that I can tell, it blew down Bride- 


well, 
And ſo overcame the Tower. 


Lt blew down Paul's Steeple, and knock'd down 
many People, 
Alack was the more the Pity ! 
It blew down Leaden ball, and the Meal-ſacks 


and all, 


And the Meal flew about the City. 


It 1 down the Exchange, was not this very” 
ange = 44 
And the Merchants of the City did wonder; 
This Maid ſhe like a Beaſt, turn'd her Fugo to 
the Eaft 


And it roar'd in the Air like Thunder. 


SS; 
SON G CCCLXXXII.That ſeornſul,&c. 


1 ha 
H A T ſcornful | ava Chains I wear, - 
The Groves and Streams can tell; .d 
Thoſe blaſted with my Sighs appear, She 
Theſe with my Tears, my Tears o'er-ſwell, Bur 
But Sighs and Tears bring no redreſs, Let 
And Love that ſees, that ſees me grieve) 
Conſpires with Sylvia to oppreſs 
The Heart he ſhould relieve, - 6 ( 
The God that ſhould reward my Pain 
Makes Sylvia more my Foe : ( 
As ſhe encreaſes in Diſdain, If 
He makes my Paſſion grow: bi. 
And muſt I, muſt I ſtill admire, 
' Thoſe Eyes that cauſe my Grief ? So 
"Tis juſt, ſince I my ſelf conſpire | It 
Againſt my own Relief. | B 


A 
SONG CCCLXXXII. When 1, &e. - 
HEN I viſit Proud Calia juſt come B 
from my Glaſs, E 
She tells me I'm flaſter'd, and look like an Aſs: f 
When I mean of my Paſſion to put her in Mind, 
She _ me leave Drinking, or ſhe'll ne'er be f 
ind: 
9 ſhe's charmingly handſome, L very well 
now L 
And ſo is my Bottle, each Bumper ſo too; 
And to leave my Soul's Joy, oh! tis Nonſenſe 


to ask, 
Let her go to the Devil, to the Devil, bring the 
Pother half Flack, Ws 


Had ſhe tax'd me with Gaming, and bad me 
forbear, 


Tis a thouſand to one I had lent her an Ear, , 
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Had ſhe found out my Chloyis up three pair of 


* 


&e. Stairs, 
[> WI bad baulk'd ber, and gone to St. James's to 


4 Pray“ rs, 
nad ſhe bid me read Homilies three times a Day, 
WH She perhaps had been humour'd with little to ſays 
. But at Night to deny me my Flask of dear Red, 
Let her go to the Devil, to the Devil, there's no 
more to be ſaid. 


so NG CCCLXXXIV. 0b yer! Ke. 


H yes! Oh yes! Oh yes! I | 
Va tell you gentle 1 by, 
If you a roving Heart have mer, | 


Did lately from my Boſom get. 


Some Marks to know it I'll ex 
It comes of Loyal Honeſt Race, 


By Nature kind, and prone to Love, 
And conſtant as the Tartle-Dove. 


e. Upon the Outſide of the ſame, 

You'll find the Charming Damoy's Name, 
By Love ingrav'd, and plain to ſhow, 
From which freſh Drops of Gore do flow, 


'Tis tender as ſoft Down can be, 
e Or Beauty in its Infaney; 
No Wealth can make it e er untrue, 
ll Such Hearts as mine you'll find bur few, 


That 'twas confin'd I late was told, 
Amongſt the Lambs in Cupid's Fold; 
* If ſo, pray ſeek that Deity, 

And carry this Reſolve from me. 


—— — ſ— 


— 
— PPP j 


e 
If he'll reſtore 1. again, 
IIl keep it from Deceits of Men; 

4 From wily Wits and Am'rous Ton 


And all that to theit Sex belongs, 


L 332 I 
But if this Heart he'll me refuſe, 
For tis a Jewel few would loſe ; 
Pray let him tell dear Damos this, 
And in Exchange command me his. 


SONG CCCLXXXV. Chloe, &. 
\HLOE's a Nymph in fl Groves, 
G A Nereiad in — —1 
Saint-like ſhe in the Temple moves, 
A Woman in my Dreams, 


Lowe ſteals Artillery from her Eyes, 
The Graces point her Charms 3 
us is Rivall'd in her Voice, 
And Venus in her Arms, 
Never ſo happily in one 
418 Did Heav'n and Earth combine; 
| And yet tis Fleſh and Blood alone 
* That makes her ſo Divine. 
55 She looks indeed like other Dames, 
By With Atlas cover'd o'er ; 
But when undreſs'd ſhe meets my Flames, 
A Mortal ſhe's no more, 


SON G CCCLXXXVI. 4Graſbopper 
| and a Fly. 


* and a Fly, 
In Summer hot and dry, 
n 7 Argument were met, 
bout, about Priority : 
Says the Fly to the Graſhopper, 
From mighty Race I ſprin 
Bright Phoebus was my Dad, *tis known, 
And I Eat and Driok with a King. 


op the Graſhopper to the Fly, 
uch Rogues are ſtill preferr'd ; 
Your Father might be of high Degree, 
qr * Mother was but a Turd, a Turd, a 
ur 


FEW 


A 


=_— —=W_Nvoai3Ezr MM © MM - 2 


c. 


ber 


1 
CHORUS 
So Rebel Fe Scoty 
So Rebel — Scot, 
That did to Empire ſoar ; | 
His Father might be the Lord knows what, 
His Father might be the Lords knows what, 
But his Mother we knew aWhore, aWhore, a 
(Whore, aWhore, aWhore, aWhore, a Whore, 
(aWhore Sl 
His Father might be the Lord knows what, 
But his Mother we knew aWhore, aWhore, a 
Whore, a Whore. 


SONG CCCLXXXVII. Who, &c. 


N O W, now the Tories all ſhall ſtoop, 
Religion and the Laws, 

And Whigs on Commonwealth get up, 
To Tap the GOOD oLb CAUSE: 
Tantivy-boys 1hall all go down, | 

And havghty Monarchy, 
The Leathern Cap ſhall brave the Throne, 


Then hey Boys up go we ! 


When once that Anticbriſtian Crew 
Are cruſh'd and overthrown, | 

We'll teach their Nobles how to bow, 
And keep their Gentry down. 

Good Manners has a bad Repute, 
And tends to Pride we fee; 

We'll therefore cry all Breeding down, 
Then hey Boys up go we! 


The Name of Lord ſhall be abhorr'd, 
For ev'ry Man's a Brother; N 
What Reaſon then in Church or Stats 
One Man ſhould rule another ? 
Thus having peel'd and plunder'd all, 
And level each Degree, F 
We'll make their plump young Daughters fall, 
And hey Boys up go uf 


— 


; 


* 
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What tho! the King and Parliament 
Cannot accord together, 
We have good Cauſe to be content 
This is our Sun- nine Weather; 
For if good Reaſon mou'd take Place, 
And they ſhould both agree, 


Dzounds wou'd be in a Round-head's Caſe; 


Foy hey then up go we / 


We'll down with all the Verſities 
Where L earning is profeſt : 
For they ſtill praftiſe and maintain 
The Language of the Beaſt z 
We'll — in ev ry Grove, 
And Preach beneath a Tree, 
We'll make a Pulpit of a Tub, 
They bey Boys up go we ! 


The Whigs ſhall rule Committee-chairy 
Who will ſuch Laws invent, 

As ſhall exclude the Lawful Heir 
By Act of Parliament: 

We'll cut his Royal Highneſs down, 
Ev'n ſhorter by the Knee, 

That he ſhall never reach the Throne, 


: Then hey Boys up go we! 


We'll ſmite the Idol in Guild-Hall, 
And then (as we were wont,) 
We'llecry it was a Popiſh-Plot, 
And ſwear thoſe re have don't, 
His Royal Highneſs to Unthrone 
Our Intereſt will be, 
For if he e er enjoy his own, 


Then hey Boys up go we ! 


We'll break the Windows which the Whore 


Of Babylon has painted; | 


And when their Brſhops are pull'd down, 


Our Elders ſhall be Sainted : 


$ 


Thus having quite enſlav'd the Throne, 


Pretending to ſet free, 
At length the Gallows claims its own, 


Then hey Boys up go we! 


SONG CCCLXXXVIII. Great Jove 
once made Love like a Bull. 


2 Reat Fove once made Love like a Bull, 
(a Bull) 

With Leda a Swan was in Vogue; 

And to perſevere in that Rule, (that Rule) 
He now does deſcend like a Dog: 

For when I to Cælia would ſpeak, 

And on her Breaſt figh what I mean; 

My Heart-Strings are ready to break, 
þ or their I find Monfieur Le Chien, ( Le Chien,) 
Le Chien, Monficur, Monſie ur Le Chien.) 


For Knowledge of Modiſh Intrigues, 
Or managing well an Amour; 
I defie one with two Legs, 
But here 1 am rivall'd by four: 
Diſtrakted all Night with my Wrongs, 
I cry ! Cruel Gods! what d'ye mean ! 
That what to my Merit belongs, 
You beſtow upon Monfieur Le Chien. 


For Feature, or Niceneſs in Dreſs, 
Compare with him ſurely I can 
Nor vainly my ſelf ſhuuld expreſs, 
To ſay, I am much more a Man 3 
To th' Government firm too as he, 
The former I cunningly mean; 
And if he Religious can be, 
I've as much ſure as Monſieur Le Chz2n, 


But what need I publiſh my Parts, 
Or idly my Paſſjon relate 

Since Fancy that captivates Hearts, 
Reſolves not to alter my Fate: 
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I may Sin * le, and 8 
ö And ry. 4 - ng oak, oh, | 


And yet with one I. Monate Liek, 
I'm out- xivall'd by Monſicur Le Chien. 


SONG CCCLXXXIX. Dear, &c. 


E AR Pinckaninny, 
% If balf a Guinea 
„ Love will win ye, 

E lay it here down ; 
We muſt be Thrifty, 
*T will ſerve to ſhift ye, 
And I know Fifty 

Will do't for a Crown. 


Dunns come ſo boldly, 
i King's Money ſo ſlowly, 
That by all things Holy, 
"Tis all I can Fay 3 
Yet I'm fo rapt in 
The Snare that I'm trapt in, 
As I'm à true Captain, 
Give more than my Pay, 


Good Captain Thunder, 
Good mind your Plunder 
Od.— ns I wonder 

You dare be ſo bold ; 
Thus to be makin 
A. Treaty ſo ſneaking, 
Or dream too of taking 

My Fort with ſmall Gold. 


Other Town Miſſes 
May gape at Ten Pieces, 
But 12 me poſſe ſſes, 

Full Twenty ſhall Pay; 
To all poor Rogues in Buff, 
Thus, thus I ſtrut and huff, 
So Captain kick and cuff, 

March on your way. 


enen _ UA - ol = Q << < 
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xc. 


With its wanton Motion curling, 
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s O NG CCCXC. The eh, xo. 


H E Jolly, Jolly Breeze, 

That comes whiſtling thro' the Trees; 
From all the bliſsful Regions brings | 
Perfumes upon its ſpicy Wings: 


Curling, curling, curling the cryſtal Rills, 

Which down, — down, down the Hills, 

Run, run, run, run, run o'er Golden Gravel pur- 
ling. | 


so NG CCCXCI. The Folly, Ne. 


HE Jolly, Jolly Bowl, 
E 8 That does quench my thirſty Soul, 
When all the * N is thrown, 
Pertum'd with fragrant Goa Stone: 
With it's wanton Toaſt too curlin 
Corllagy, — curling, curling the Nut-browy 

1118s, 

Which down, down, down, down by the Gille, 
Run thro? ruby Swallows — 


SONG CCCXCII. Now te you, &c; 


OW to you ye dry Wooers, 
N Old —— no Doers, 
So doughty, ſo gouty, 
do uſeleſs and toothleſs, | 
Your Blindneſs, cold Kindneſs - 
Has nothing of Man 
Still doating, or gloating, 
Still ſtumbling, or fumblin 
Still hawking ſtill baulking, 
You flaſh in the Pan: 
Unfit like old Brooms, 
For ſweeping our Rooms, 
You're ſunk and you're ſhrunk, 
Then repent and look to't | 
In vain you're ſo uppiſh, in vain you're ſo uppiſh, 
You're dowa ev*cy Foot, 


| Maa, yet he eries, and fort 
And this was ſold after fort excellent Veal. 


- Exc a Man 
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' SONG CCCXCIIL. 7 met with, tc, 


Met with the Devil in the ſhape of a Ram, 


Then over and over the Sow=gelder came z 


I roſe and halter'd him faſt by the Horns, 


And pick'd out his Stones, as you would pick 
out Corns z * 

Maa, quoth the Devil, with that out he ſl 

And left us a Carkaſs of Mutton that ſtunk. 


I chanc'd to ride forth a Mile and a half, 


Where I heard he did live in diſguiſe of a Calf; 


I bound him and gelt him c'er he did any Evil, 
For he was at the beſt bur a young ſucking Devil: 
7 he did ſte , 


Some half a Year after in the Form of a Pig, 

I met with the Rogue, and he look'd very big; 

Leaught at his Leg, laid him down on a Log, 
could Fart twice, I made 2 

Hog: | 

Huh, hah quoth the Devil, and give ſuch 3 
erk, | 
That « Jet was converted, and eat of that Pork» 


In Woman's Attire I met him moſt fine, 

At firſt fight I thought him ſome Angel divine: 
But viewing his crab Face I fell to my Trade, 

I made him forſwear ever ating a Maid: 

Meaw quoth the Devil, and ſo ran away, 

Hid himſelf in a Fryar's old Weeds as they ſay. 


I walked along, and it was my good Chance, 

To meet with a Black-coat that was in a Trance; 

I ſpeedily grip'd him, and whipp'd off his Cods, 

* is Head and his Breech, 1 left lutle 
8 

O!] quoth the Devil, and ſo away ran, 

Thou oft will be curſt by many a Woman, 


7 


, &c, 


I) 


so N G CCQXCIV. nr net, xc, 


'T"IS not a Kiſs, or gentle Squeeze, 
6 5 A Compliment — yes 
That can my Anxious Boſom caſe, | 


Or quell the Flame that ſoars ſo 


bighz 


Each welcome Favour giving hope, 
Dear Celia ſwell'd my Joys at fuſt ; 


But ſtinted is but like a Drop 


That's given to one, that dies with Thickt, 


Fool'd Tantalus in Days of Old, 


Had greateſt Torment for his Sin; 
Doom'd not to taſte, yet till behold 


The Fruit was bobbing at his 
Such Luſcious Plums, and Grapes 


Chin: 
I view, 


Whilſt all by me are highly priz'd g 


Can you a Gueſt, invited too, 


ink fit they ſhould be Tantaliz'd ? 


Who let's his Friend but only fip 


His Wine, is Niggart of his Store z 


$0 tho' I taſte your Roſie Lips, 


"Tis nothing, if you t no more: 
With Fragments ſome the Stomach pleaſe, 
And ſmall Repaſt the Humour fits; 

But Love's a Lord of Noble Race, 


And cannot Dine on Scraps and 


Bitss 


$ ON G CCCXCV. Away, Ke. 


W AY, ye brave Fox-hunting Race, 
Away, away to a Bourn Chaſe; 


et Aſhton Park alone to Day, 
For here will be the Royal Play : 
See youder's the Covert, to Horſe 


let be in 9 
Throw, throw off the Finders then, Bonet! il 


wen. 


Away ye brave, &e, 


* 


(Bugles Sound. 


\ 
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Unkennel quick, yon blaky Ground, N 
They'lIl have a touch for Fifty Pound; 
Hark, hark to Soundwell, that's a noble Dog, p. 
Croſs him, my Jolly Lads, heux, heux the Drag: 
The Fox has broke Covert, let none lag behind, F 
We've had an 3 ſhe runs up the Winds 


Off with the Chaſe Hounds hoa, T 
4 Now, now the Sportſmen ſhew: 
Let Lillywhore and Ceſar run; NM 
Toſſpot and «ler, 
Capper and Cooler, A 
Pompey and Gallant, Low em on, 
Spurr, Switch, and then away, oe'r Hedges, and 8 
Ditches, 
— fear of Necks, or gauling your Bree. | 
5 ches: 
8 


Blow a Retreat blow, blow, Tantivee, tivee, 
tivee, tivee, . 
If ſhe runs down the Wind ſhe may chance to 


deceive yes 


A Recheat, a Recheat, Tivee, tivee, tivee tivees 

ba Pox on't we're baulk'd, for by my Soul, 

| The __ . juſt now Earth'd, ſee here's the 

74 ole : 

4 Put in the Tarriers, Faith 'tis ſo, 

"T3 She's crept at leaſt five Yards below 

1 They're working, hark, and lay at her ſo well, F 

77 They'll make her bolt, tho“ 'twere as deep ag 

1 Hell: T 

4.4 "Tis done, tis done, ſhe's ſnapp'd, ſhe's kill'd, 

Hollow brave Boys then from the Field, 1 
V 
1 
F 


And jolly Huntſman blow poor Reynard's Knell. 


so NG CCCXCVI. cala, &. 


ELI hence with AﬀeRation, 
Hence with all this carcleſs Air g 
H riſy is out of Faſhion 
ith the Witty and the Fair: 


SL 

Nature all thy Arts diſcloſes, 

While the Pleaſures ſhe ſupplies, 
Paint thy glowing Cheeks with Roſes, 

And inflame thy ſparkling Eyes. 
Fooliſh Calia not to know 

Love thy Int'reſt and thy Duty; 3 
Thou to _ _— _ owe _ [Fs . 

All thy Joy, an thy Beauty: 
Mark n Feather d kind,” 

At the coming of the Spring z 
All in happy Pairs are join'd, 

And becauſe they love they fing. 


SON G CCCXCVIL Drunk Ta, Ke. 


RUNK Las laſt Night that's poz, 
My Wife began to ſcold ; } 
Say what I cou'd for my Heart's Blood, 
Her Clack ſhe wou'd not hold: 
Thus her Chat ſhe did begin, 
Is this your Time of coming in? 
The Clock ſtrikes One, you'll be undone, 
If thus tr lead your Life. 
My Dear ſaid I, T can't deny, 
But what you ſay is true; 
I do intend my Life to mend, 
Pray lend's the Pot to ſpew. 


Fye, you Sot, I ne er can bear, _— 


To riſe thus c'ery Night 
Tho' like a Beaſt you never care 
What Conſequence.comes by't : 
The Child and I may ſtarve for you, 
We neither can have half our due; 
With Grief I find, you're ſo unkind, 
In time you'll break my Heart: 
At that I {mil'd, and ſaid dear Child, 
I believe you're in the wrongs 
But if't ſhou'd be your Deſtiny, 
I'll fing a meery Song. 


8 


g * a f F 
SONG CCCXCVIII. Damon; &.. 
AMON, if you will believe me, V 
D Tis not ſighing o'er the Plain 3 
Songs nor Sonnets can't relieve ye, F 
Faint Attempts in Love are vains 
Urge but hbme the fair Occafion A 

Kod be Maſter of the Field; 

To a powerful kind Invaſion, 8 

»Twere a Madneſs not to yield. ? 

Tho? ſhe vows ſhell] ne'er permit ye, 
Says you're rude, and much to blame 3 1 
And with Tears implores your Pity, 

Be not merciful for ſhame : T 
When the firſt Aſſault is over, | Y 
__ Chloristime enough will find IN. 

This ſo fierce and cruel Lover, 
Much more gentle, not ſo kind. "EN 
S O N G CCCXCIX. Maid: are, &e. ., 
Aids are grown'ſo Coy of late, | Ce 
Forſooth they will not Marry 
Tho” they re in their Teens and paſt, I, 
They ſay they yet can tarry : 
But if they knew how ſweet a thing T1 
It is in Youth to Marry, Co 
They would ſell their Hoſe and Smock, 
Fer they ſo long would tarry. 2 
Winter Nights are lon know, 
And * cold the —.— y | 4 
Then who's fo fond to lie alone, | Th 
When two may lie together? | Tt 
And is't not brave when gummer comes, 8 
Wich all the Fields incoll'd, © _ " 
To take a Green-Gown on the Graſs, | T 


And wear it uacontroul'd } | : 


7. 


Ke. 


363 1. 
For ſhe that is moſt co of all, 
If ſhe had time and leiſure, 
Would lay away ſevereſt Thoughtoy 


And turn to Mirth and Pleaſure: 
For why, the faizeſt Maid ſometimes 
Puts on the Face of Folly, 
And Maids do ne'er repent ſo much 
As when they are too Holy. 


S ON G ccc. My Mind to me, & 


Y Mind to me a Kingdom is, 


Such perfett Joys therein I find 3 


Thar it excels all other Bliſs, 

The World affords, or grows by Kind : 
Tho' much I want that moſt would have, 
Vet (till my Mind forbids ro crave. 


No Princely Pomp, no Wealthy Stare, 
No Force to win the Victory ; 
No cunning Wit to ſalve a Sore, 
No Shape to feed a loving Eye: 
To none of theſe am I in Thrall, 
For why, my Mind to me is all. 


Content I live with this my Stay, 
I wiſh no more than ma A 
I preſs to bear. no mighty Sway, 
Look what I want, my Mind ſupplies g 
Thus do 1 Triumph like a King, 
Content with that my Mind doth bripg. 


Some have too much, and yet do want, 
8 little _ but _ . —.— 3 
are but Poor much they w 

1440 I a with _ ore: wh, 

ey Poor ich, they Beg, I give, 
They lack, I leave, they Pine, [ live, 
Some weigh their Pleaſure by theit Luſt, 

Their Wiſdom by the rage of Wills 
Their Treaſure is their only Truſt, 


And crooked Craft —__ School of Skill: 
2 


6 


£. 
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But all the Pleaſure I can find, 
Is the Content of a quiet iind. 


My Health is Wealth and perfett Eaſe, 
A Conſcience clean, my chief Defence ; 


I do not ſeek by Bribes to pleaſe, 


Nor by Deceit to give Offence : 


Thus do I live, thus will I die, 
Wou'd all did as well as I, 


SONG CCCCI. My Miſtreſs, ke. 


M Y Miſtreſs is a Hive of Bees, 


In yonder flow'ry Garden, 


To her they come with loaden Thighs, 


To caſe them of their Burden : 

As under the Bee-hive lieth the Wax, 
And under the Wax is Honey, 

So under her Waſte her Belly is plac'd, 
And under that her Cy. 


My Miſtreſs is a Mine of Gold, 
Would that it were her Pleaſure, 
To let me dig within her Mould, 
And roll among her Treaſure. 
As underthe Moſs the Mould doth lye, 
And under the Mould is Money, 
So undor, &c. 


M — is a Morn of May, 
ich drops of Dew down tilleth, 
Where'er ſhe goes to ſport and play, 
The Dew down ſweetly tritleth. 
As under the Sun the Miſt doth lye, 
So under the Miſt it is Sunny, 
So under 7 &c.- 
My Miſtreſs is a pleaſant Spring, 
That yieldeth ſtore of Water (weet, 
That doth refreſh each wither'd thing 
Lies trodden under Feet. 


buy fs, #. 1 


V 
A 
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Her Belly is both white and ſoft, | 
As downy as any Bunny; 'F 
That many Gallants wiſh full oft 

To play but with hex C ny. 


My Miſtreſs hath the Magick Sprays, 
Of late ſne takes ſuch +. + ay, FRY 
That ſhe can pleaſing Spirits raiſe, 
And alſo lay them down again, 
Such Power hath my tripping Poe, 
My little pretty Bunny, 
That many would their Lives forego, 
To play but with her Cx. 


SON G CCCCII. Va: Creatures c. 
HAT Creature's that with his ſhore. 


Hairs, | 

His little Band, and huge long Ears, 
That this new Faith hath founded? 

The Saints themſelves were never ſuch, 

The Prelates ne'er rul'd half fo much, 
O ſuch a Rogue's a Round-head, 


What's he that doth the Biſhops hate, 
And counts their Calling Reprobate, 

Cauſe by the Pope propounded 3 
And thinks a zealous Cobler better, 
Than learned Uſher in ev'ry Letter, 

O ſuch a Rogue's a Round-head. 
What's he, that doth High-Treaſon ſay, 
As often as Yea and Nay, 
| And wiſh the King confounded 3 

And dares maintain that Mr. Pim 
Is fitter for the Crown than him, 

O ſuch a Rogue's a Round-head, - 
What's he, that if he chance to hear 
A little piece of Common-Prayer, 

| R 3 


A; 
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Dorb think his Conſcience wounded 
Win go five Miles to Preach and Pray, 
And meet a Siſter by the way, 

O ſuch a Rogues a Round-head, 


What's he that met a Holy Siſter, 
And in a Hay-cock gently Kiſe'd her: 
> O then his Zeal abounded; 
»T'was underneath a ſhady Willow, 
Her Bible ſcrv*d her for a Pillow, 
And there he got a Round - head. 


SONG CCCCIII. Now all my, tae, 
N OW all my Friends are laid in Grave, 


And nothing they have left me, 
But a Mark a Year my Mother gave, 
By which for to proteRt me 12 
YetTI live on the Leagure ſtill, 
As brave as any Lady, 
And all is with a Mark a Tran, 
© The zobich my Mother gave me. 


I dave my Pimps at my Command, 
My Coach upon me tending z 
If any one Ve cut or ſlaſh'd, 
Or any ont offending, | 
They'll bear me out of all the Rout, 
As brave as any Lady, | 
And all is with a Mark a Trar, 
The which. my Mother gave me. 


My high Commode, my Damidsk Gown, 
My lac'd Shoes of Spaniſh Leather, 
. A Silver-Bodkin in my Head, 
And a dainty Plume of Feather, 
F'll take Tobacco with a Grace, 
As brave as any Lady, 
And all is with a Mark a Yeays 
The which my Mother gave mes 


9 yy , = 
1 
5 5 7 


A Lord, a Knight, a Gentleman 

ls welcome to my Oven; 

The finical Courtiet with his Tricks, : 
Whoſe Beard's but ſhaven, . 1 

All's one to me, whoe*er he be, | 
He's welcome ſtill as may be, 

God-a-mercy Mother, for thy Gift 
It's a Portion for a Lady. 


s O N G. CCCCIV. 4 sii, c. 
Reſtleſs Lover I lp 'd, 
g That went from = to Place, 
iQ, Lay down and turn'd from Side to Side, 
And ſometimes on his Face 
But when thoſe Me d'cines were apply'd 
In hopes of Intermiſſion, | 
Like one that found no eaſe, he cry'd, 
Has Cupid no Phyſician ? 
What do vhoſe Ladies with their Looks, 
Their Kifles and their Smiles; 
Can no Receipt in thoſe fair Books, 
Repair their former Spoils ? 
But they complain as well as we, 
Their Pains have no Remiflion 
And when both Sexes wounded be, 
Hath Cupid no Phyſician ? 


Have we ſuch Palfies and ſuch Pains, 
Such Fevers and ſuch Fits, 
No quick Etfential Chimick Grains, 
No Aſculapian Wits ? | 
No Creature can beneath rhe Sun, 
Prevail in Oppoſition, ' 
And when ſuch Wonders may be done, 
Hath, &c . | ; 
Into what Poiſons do they dip 
Their Arrows and their Darts, 
That touching but our Fingers-ends, 
The Pain och ys our Hearts, 
\ 4 


Now I perceive before I get IJ 9 
Into the Inquiſition, 

Death never had a Surgeon yet, | F 

Nor Cupid a Phyſician. | 

SONG CCCCV. Fl merry, Sc. ' 


LY werry News among the Crews | 
That love to hear of Jeſts; 
The oldeſt Sport that e'er was us'd, 
| Yet chiefly in requeſt : 
If any one do carp at thee, 
Or do thee Bawdy call; 
Say thou do'ſt write as they delight, 
Of Uptails all. 


There hath a Cann been of late, 
Among the Youthful ſort; 
What Paſtime is the pleaſanteſt, 
And what the ſweeteſt Sport? 
And it hath been adjudged 
As well by great and ſmall 
That of all Paſtimes none is like 
To Up-tails all. a 


Batchelors will to this Game, 
And Marry'd Men likewiſe 

Lea, Wives, yea Maids, and Widows, 
Will uſe it all their Lives : 

And old Men they will have a Snatch, 
Alth*.their Game's but ſmall ; 

Yet theſe old Colts will have a Bout 
At Up-tails all. 

If it were Unlawful, 
Then Lawyers were to blame; 

And if it were Ungodly, 
To Prieſts it were a Comer 

For they no doubt do uſe it, 
Tho! it a Vice they call; 

Let Prieſts and Lawyers both will play 
4: Uptaits al gg 


n | 
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It cannot be Unwhol ſome, | 2 : 
Phy ficians do it uſe; js 

And if that it were noiſome, REP 17 
They would it then refuſe : 

Andif it hurt the Body, 
Then ſure their Skill is ſmall; 

For why the belt of theſe will play 
At Uptails all, | 


Ladies love the Paſtime, 
And do the Pleaſure crave ; 
And if it were a baſe thing, 
Then it they would not have: 
But yet the Faireſt Women 
Will ſooneſt for it call; 
There is no ſhe but that will play 
At Up-tatls all. 
If it were a coſtly thing, 
Then Beggars could not buy it; 
And if it were a loathſome thing, 
Then Genteels would defye it: 
But it is a ſweet thing, 
And pleaſing unto all; 
There is not one but that will play 
At Up-tails all, 


SONG CCCCVI. A uh, &c. 
1 gong Smith at his Vice ſtood a 
nk rk; nd; aid ata 


and out ho: 


And ask'd if to Work at her Forge he wou'd 
o: 
With a ub, rub, rub, rub, rub, rub in and out 


in and cut ho, | CES 
A Match, quoth the Smith, ſo away they went 
thither, 


Rub, rub, rub, "ud, rub, rub in and out, in and 
out ho 3 R #4 "0 


1 * 
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They ſtripp'd to go to't, twas hot Work and 
hot Weathet, 5 | 

She kind!'d a Fire, and ſoon made him blow; 


With a Rub, rub, &c. 
Her Husband ſhe ſaid could ſcarce raiſe up his 


Hammer, | 
His Strength and his Tools were worn out long 
ago; 
If the got her Journey-ment, could any blame 


er, 
Look 32 quoth our Workman, my Tools are 
not ſo: 
With a Rub, yub, Re. 
Red- bot grew his Iron as beth did deſire, 
And he was too wiſe not to ſtrike while 'twas ſoz 
_ ſhe, what I get, I get out of the Fire, 
Then prithee ſtrike home, and redouble the blow. 
With a Rub, rub, &c. | 
Six times did his Iton, by vigorous beating, 
Grow ſoft in the Forge in a Minute or ſoz ; 
As often *twas harden'd, till beating and beat- 
ing 1 | 
But the more it was ſoften'd it harden'd more 
ow : : 


With a Rub, rub, &. 2 3 
The Smith then wou'd go, quoth the Dame 


of ſorrow, 
Oh what wou'd I give, cou'd my Crckold doſo! 
Good Lad, with your Hammer come hither to 
B Morrow, | f C * 
ut pray can't you uſe it once more ere :; 
With a Rub, rub, &c, | Lore oe 


SON G CCCCVII. 7 our, Ke. 
I N our Country, and in our Country, © 


Where RuMers they were a raking, 
e rareſt Paſtime that ever you ſee; 


Was when Hay-cocks they were a making. 


— 


7 FRY.” 
Timmy and Tom, with Battle and Bag, 

So merrily they were a quafſing; 8 
If pul but zeen how Foan's Burtocks did wagy 

ou'd burſt-your Heart with Laughing. 3 

is On another Hay- cock was Vulcan the Smith, 

| With Dolly that came from the Dairy: | 
8 She thought that his Back was ſo. full of Pitch, 

Which made her ſo willing to tarry, 


Then, ruſtling Joan came bruſtling in, 
And ſaid you are vull of EE rolicks 3 
If you will not let black Maggy alone, 
ſhrew ſhe will take you by th' Bald-Pate, + 


Then Satchel-arſe Ciſs, ſhe went to 5 


1 And they went Home to condutt her 3 
And all the way after they did Kiſs, | x 
. Andall the nay homeward they, pluckt ber. 


Then down in a Dale was tumble-down Dick, 
The Wenches they caught bim and held bim 
Becauſe he could not give em the Thing they 


1. did lack | g 
„ Poor Fellow, they threaten'd to Geld bim. 
e Then did you not hear of a Country Trick? 


They ſay that Tuskin's no Daſtard; 
For — - Country Gillians do play with their 
ic 
. Then Lo don muſt Father their Baſtards, 


» | $0ONG CCCCVII. Croſs, ce. 


E ASE, ceaſc of Cupid to canplain, 
a Love, Loye's a Joy even while a Painz 
Oh! then think ! oh ! then thickzs _ . 
Oh! then think how great his Bliſſes, 
Moving Glances, balmy Kites, 
Charming Raptures, matchleſs Sweets, 1 
Love, Love alone, Love, Love alone 


Love, Love alone, all Joys complcath, - 


2 — 


For High Church, and Low- Church, bas brought 


1 
* 
"= I 


[ mz J 


SONG CCCCIX. Here's « Health, ee: 


E RE' a Health to theTackers, my Boys, 
But mine A—ſe for the Tackers about; 
May the brave Engliſh Spirits come in, 
And the Knaves and Fanaticks turn out : 


| Since the Magpyes of late are confounding the | 


State, h 
And wou'd pull our Eſtabliſhments down; 
Let 2 — 'em a Jeſt, for they Shit in their 
E , 
And be true to the Church and the Crown, 


Let us chuſe ſach Parliament Men, . 
As have ſtuck to their Principles tight; 
And wou'd not their Country berray © 


In the Story of Aſhby and White : 


Who care not a T -d fot a ** or a Lord, 
That won't ſee our Accounts fairly ſtated 


For C—1l ne*er fears the Addieſs of thoſe Peers, 


Who the Nation of Millions have cheated. , 


The next thing adviſable is, 
Since Schiſm ſo ſtrangely abounds z 
To oppoſe ev'ry Man that's ſet up 
By Diſſenters, in Corporate Towns: 


us to no Church, i 
And Conſcience ſo bubbl'd the Nation 3 

For who is not ſtill for Conformity Bill, 
Will be ſurely a R-— on Occafion, 


SONG CCCCX. 7h Devil, 69: 


HE Devil he pull'd of his Jacket of Flame, 
The Fryer he pull'd off his Cowlez 
The Devil took him for a Dunce of the Game, 
And the Fryer took him for a Fool: 
He piqu'd, and repiqu'd ſo oft, that at laſt 
* He ſwore by the Jolly fat Nuns ; 
If Cards came no better than thoſe that are paſt, 
Oh! oh! I ſhall loſe all wy Buns, 


Crying fie, fie you Sot, come, come, come, come, 


- _ 


'$0N'G CCCCXI. Marriege, Ke. 

M Arriage it ſeems is for Better for Worſe, : 
Some count it a Bleffing and others a 

Curſe; | 
The Cuckolds are Bleſt if the Proverb prove true, 
And then there's no doubt but in Heav'n there's 
enough ; | 
Of honeſt rich Rogues who ne er had got there, 


If their Wives had not ſent them thro trembling 
and fear. 2 


Some Women are Honeſt, tho' rare in a Wi 

Yer with Scolding and Brawling they'll ſhorten 
your Life; So 

You ne'er can enjoy your Bottle and Friend, 

But your Wife like an Imp, is at your Elbow's . 


end ; 


So theſe are Unhappy abroad, and at home, 


We find the Batchelor liveth beſt, 

Tho? Drunk or Sober he takes his reſt ; 
He-never is troubl'd with Scolding or Strife, 
"Tis the beſt can be ſaid of a very good Wife: 
But merrily Day and Night Joes nd, 
Enjoying his Miſtreſs, Bottle, and Friend. 


A Woman out-wits ns, do what we can, 
She'll make a Fool of ev'ry Wiſe Man 
Old Mother Eve did the Serpent obey, 

And has taught all her Sex that damnable 
Of Cheating and Couzening all Mankind, 
"T were better if Adam had ſtill been Blind, 


The * Man that Marries he thinks he does 
Well, 

I pity's Condition, for ſure he's in Hell; 

The Fool is a Sotting, and ſpends all he gets, 

The Child is a Bawling, the Wife daily Frets: 

That Marriage is 2 we all muſt agree, 

Conſider it well, there's none happier can be. 


I 
s oN CCCCXII. Diving, &. 


IVINE Area hither flew, 
D To Cyntbia's brighter Throne; 
he left the Iron World . 7 bh - 
To bleſs the Silver Moon: 

She left the Iron World below, 

_ Tobleſs the Silver Moon. 


Tho' Phoebus with his hutter Beams, 
Do's Gold io Earth create 

That leads thoſe Wretches to Extreamsg 

Of Av'rice, Luſt, and Hate, 


Ring out your Coney-Skins, y 

Bring out your Coney-Skins Maids to me, 
And hold them fair that I may ſee, 

Grey Black and Blue, for the ſmaller Sking . 
III give you Bracelets, Laces, Pins, 
And for your whole Coney 
Here's ready Money. N 
Come gentle Joan, do thou begin a 
With 8 black Coney, thy black Coney- Skin, 
And Mary and Joan will follow, 
With their Silver-hair'd Skins and yellow z 
The white Coney. Skin I will not lay by, 
For tho! it be faint, it is fair to the Bye, 
The Grey it is worn, but yet for my Money 
Give me the bonny, bonny black Coney z 
Come away fair Maids, your Skins will decay, 
Come and take Money Maids, put your Wares 
away : 78 

Ha'ye any Coney-Skins, ha'ye any Coney- Skips, 
Ha'ye any Coney-Skins 2 ſell ? VE: 


SONG CCCCXIV. 4 Shepherd, &e. 


Shepherd kept $h a Hill ſo hi 
A e . 
Aud there 


SONG CCCCXIIL Bring out, Re. 


came a pretty Maid paſſing by, fa, lay. 


11 
Shepherd, quoth ſhe, doſt thou want Cera Wife, 


No by my troth I'm not weary of my Life, 
fa, la, la, &ec. 


Shepherd for thee I care not 4 Fly, fa, la, la, 
For Rk, ag the Face with a fair Maid to lie, 
a, #, || 
How now wy Damſel, ſay'ſt thou me ſo, . _.. 
Thou ſhalt taſte of my Bottle before thou doſt 
go, fa, Ia, la, 


Kon nos her and laid her upon the Ground, 

a, ta, ia Wh + 

And wade herbeliere that the World went round, 
a 

ws my Shepherd, look yonder I ſpy, 

There are fine pretty Babies that dance in the 
Sky, fa, la, la. | 


And now they are vaniſht, and now they appears 


fa, la, la, 
_ * tell Stories of what we do heren 
a, la, la. 4 
Lie Rill my dear Chloyis, enjoy thy Conceit, 
For the Babies are too young, and too little to 
prate, fa, la, la. 


See how the Heavens fly ſwifter than Day, fa, lay 
Riſe quickly, or they will all run away, fa, la, 
Riſe quickly my Shepherd, quickly 1 tell ye, 
For the Sun, Moon and Stars are got all in my 


Belly, fas la, la. 4 
O! Dear, where am 1? pray ſhew me the Way, 
fa, la, la ; 


Vnto my Father's Houſe hard by, fa, la, la, | 
If he chance tochide me for ſtaying ſo longs * 
F'll tell him the Fumes of your Bottle were Rrongs 


fa, la, la. : + 
And op thee baſt brought my Body to Shame, 
4, la, la, | " 
I prithee no tell me what is thy Name, fa, [ay'@ 


1 we ] 
Why Robinin the Ruſhes my Name is, quoth he, 
But I think I told her quite contrary, fa, la, la. 
Then as Res in the Ruſhes, ſhe did enquire, 
gz 6X3 14 4 
- But ſe hung down his Head, and he would not 
come nigh her, fa, la, la, 
He wink'd with one Eye, as if he had been Blind, 
And he drew one Leg after a great way behind, 
fa, la, la. N 


r 


SONG CCCCXV. When Maids, &. | « 
HEN Maids live to Thirty, yet never 


| - repent, -* ] 
When Europe's at Peace and all England con- 
j tent, 
When Gameſters won't ſwear, and no Bribery 
thrives, 


Young Wives love old Husbands, young Huſ- . 
bands old Wives; 
W Landlords love Taxes, and Soldiers love 
eace: 
And Lawyers forget a rich Client to Fleece: 
When an old Face ſhall pleaſe as well as a new, 
Wives, Husbands, and Lovers will ever be true. 


When Bullies leave Huffing, and Cowards their 
Trembling, 
And Courticrs and Women and Pricſts their Diſ- 
; ſembling; 
When * ſhall do nothing againſt what they 
reac 
Pluralitics hate, and we mind what they Preach: 
When Vintners leave Brewing to draw the Wine 
. — f 
And _ by their Medicines kill leſs than they 
ure 
When an old Face ſhall pleaſe as well as a newg 
Wives, Husbands and Lovers will ever be true. 


rc. 


F. 


F 
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SONG CCCCXVI. 4: Oyfer, xe. 


A 8 Oyſter Nan ſtood by her Tub, 
To ſhew her vicious inclination z 
e gave her nobleſt Part a Scrub, | 
And figh'd for Want of Copulation: 
A Vintner of no little Fame, 
Who excellent Red and White can fell ye, 
Beheld the little dirty Dame, 
As ſhe ſtood ſcratching of her Belly. 


Come in, ſays he, you filly Slut, 
'Tis now a rare convenient Minutes 
T'l] lay the Itching of your Scut, 
Except ſome greedy Devil be in it: 
With that the Flat- capt Fubsy ſmil'd, 2 
And would have bluſh'd, but that ſhe cou'd 
not 3 . 
Alas! ſays ſhe, we're ſoon beguil' d 
By 1125 to do thoſe — ſnou d not. 


rom Door they went behind the Bar, 
As it's by common Fame reported; 

And there upon a Turkey Chair, 

Unſeen the loving Couple ſported : © 
But being call'd by Company, 

As he was taking Pains to pleaſe herz 
I'm coming, coming Sir, ſays he, 
My Dear, and ſo am I, ſays ſhe, Sir. 


Her Mole bill Belly ſwell'd about 
Into a Mountain quickly after ; 
And when the pretty Mouſe crept out, 
The Creature caus'd a mighty Laughter: 
And now ſhe has learnt the = 6s * ame, 
Altho' much Pain and Shame it coſt her; 
She daily ventures at the ſame, | 
Aud ſhuts and opens like an Oyſter, 


' 51 | A. 378 
so G 
Doo 7 and'I we toiled, 
In a long Summer's Day z 
ill we were almoſt foiled, 
With making of the Hay: 
Her Kerchief was of Holland clear, 
Bound low upon her Brow ; + 


Iſe whiſper'd ſomething in ber Eag, 
But what's that to you ? 


Her Stockings were of Kerſey | 
Well ftitcht with yellow Silk ; 

Oh! ſike a Leg was never ſeen,; 
Her Skin as white as Milk: 

Her Hair as black as any Crow, 
And ſweet her Mouth was too; 

Ok! enny daintily can mow, © 
But, &c. 


Her Petticoats were not ſo low, 
As Ladies they do wear them; 
She needed, not a Page I trow, ' 
For I was by to bear them : 
Iſe took them up all in my Hand, 
And I think her Liunen too; 
Which made me for to make a ſtand 
But, &c, ; 


King Solomon had Wives enough, 
And Concubines a Number 
Let Iſo poſſeſs more happineſs, 
And he had more of Cumberz 
My Joys ſurmount a wedded Life, 
With Fear ſhe lets me mow ber; 
A Wench is better than a Wife, 
But, &c. 


L The Lily and the Roſe combine, 
J To make my Jenny fair; 


I'm almoſt void of Care: 


X vi. Poor Jenny, e 


There's no Contentment ſike as mine 3 


U 


4 
r 


BE. E 979 * | 
But yet I fear my Fenny's Faces, © ĩ 
Will cauſe more Men to wooez ) # 
Which if ſhe ſhuuld, as I do fear, 
Still, what is that to you? 


SONG CCCCXVIIL Thurſday, e. 


T Hurſday in the Morn the Ides of May, 

Recorded for ever the famous Ninety 

wo * . 
Brave Ruſſel did diſcern by Dawn of Day, 

The lofty Sails of France advancing now: | 
All Hands aloft; aloft, ler Engliſh Valor ſlrineg . - 
Let fly a Culverin, the Signal or the Line 

Let every Hand ſupply his Gn. 

Follow me, and you'll ſee, 

That the Battle will be ſoon begun. 


Tourville on the Main Triumphantrowl'd, 
To meet the gallant Ruſſel in Combat on the 


deep | | 
He led - noble Train of Heroes bold, 

To fink the Engliſh Admiral at bis Feet: 
Now every valiant Mind to Viftory doth aſpire, 
The blood Fight's begun the Sea it ſelf on Fire g 

And mi Fate ſtood looking on, 

Whilſt a Flood all of Blood, 
Fill'd the Scupper-holes of the Royal Sun. 


, Smoak and Fire, diſturb'd the Air, 
_ Thunder and Wonder affright the Gallic 
ore . 
Their negated Bands ſtaod trembling near, 
To ſee the lofty Streamers now no more: 
At Six a Clock the Red, the ſmiling ViRtors led, 
To give a ſecond Blow, the fatal Overthrow z 
Now Death and Horror equal reign, 
Now they cry, run or dye, 6 


Britiſh Colours ride the vanquiſh'd Mis. 


Yes 


cp Mo] 


see chey fly amaz'd thro Rocks and Sand, 
9 Go Danger they graſp as to ſhun the greater 
| Atte; 
In vain th for aid to weeping Lands, | 
The Nywpls and Sca-Gods mourn their loſt- W ©. 
ate: 
For evermore adieu thou Royal dazling Sun, ; 
From thy untimely End thy Maſter s Fate * 
Enough thou mighty God of War, 
Now we Sing bleſs the King, 
Let us drink to every Engliſh Tar. 


$0 N G CCCCXIX. Pillycock, &e. 
þ 7 7 P came to my Lady's Toe, 


5 by 


kk. 


And there the Whoreſon began to goʒ 
Had he Feet, 
Ay marry had he? 
Aud did he go, 
Ay marry did he? 
$0 bolt upright — rea dy ee 
And Pillyegck be lay there all 


Pillycack came to my Lady's 4 
And there the Whoreſon began to feel 3 
Had he Hands, 
Ay marry had he? 
And did he feel, 
Ay marry did he ? 
Jo bolt pright, &c. 


Pillycock came to my Lady's Shin, 
And these the Whoreſon began to grin z 
— he V bad þ 7 
marry had he 
Ad did be grin, | 
Ay marry did he? | 
So bolt upright, &c. | 


Auden came to my Lady's Knee, | 
there the Whoreſon began to ſees 


=>? 


Ion] * 
Had be Eyes, f 
iter | Ay marry bad he? 

And did he fee, | ; 
Ay marry did he ? 
8 bolt upright, &c. 
* came to my Lady's Thigh, 
there the Whoreſon began to fly 
Had he Wings, 
Ay marry had he? 
_ did _ : 
y marry did he = 
”% 5 bolt upright, &c. 
a Pillycock came to my Lady's — 
And there the Whoreſon began to h unt 
Had he Hounds, 
Ay marry had he? 
And did he hunt 
Ay marry did he ? * 
So bolt upright, &. 2 


Pillycock eame to my Lady's Quilt, 
there the Whoreſon began to Tit 

Had he a Lance, 

Ay marry had he ? 

And did he Tilt, 

Ay marry did be? 
So bolt upright and ready to be, 
Pillycock be lay there all Night. 


SONG CCCCXX. Or Enfield, r 


N eld Common l met a Woman, 
A bringing North-Hall Water to the 
| Town ; - 

Said I, fair Maiden, you're heavy laden, | 
I'll light and give you Eaſe in a Green Gownz 
Says ſhe, tis good Sir, to tic the Blood, Sir, 
= 3 Friend, will make me 

it | 


7 * 
7 


1 2 2 1 gp LS — | 
ih *Fhen in Minute I left my Cennet, 
And went aſide with her into a Thicket? 
Then with her leave there a Doſe I gave her, * 
She firaight coofeſs'd her Sickneſs I did nick 
it. 5 . 2 
I went to leave her, but this did grieve her, 
For panting on the Graſs ſhe did complain 3 
Saying Phyſician, mysSick Condition, 
i fear will ſuddenly retura again: 
If youdeny me, and don't ſupply me 
With many Potions of your ſweeteſt Pleaſure 
Then prithee Gallant improve thy Talent, 
Since we have Opportunity and Leiſure z 
With ſuch like Greeting, my pretty Sweeting, 
B Sheſcem'd to preſs upon me without meaſure, 


"Twas Summer Weather, we ſat together, 
And chatted all the pleaſant Afternoon 
o one was near us, to over-hear us, 
At length I ſaid I'd put my Pipes in Tune, 
To give a Gliſter 3 with that I kiſs'd her, 
She cry'd another Fit do's round me hover ; 
With the Green Ruſhes I'll veil my Bluſhes, 
For in moo I know you may diſcover 1 
What's my Defire, Love, never tire, 
For Oh! 1 long, I long to be a Mother. 


With that I told her, that I wov'd hold her 
A Guinea to a Groat it ſhould be ſo ; 
In Nine Months after, a Son or Daughter, 
Will be your lucky Lot, Dear Love, I know : 
Quoth ſhe, you vayour, and draw your Rapier, 
Bur — too ſoon you ſeem to tire 3 
III lay a Shilling, if you are willing, | 
That Nine Months hence I have not my De- 
ez | * 
Except you'll venture, once more to enter, 
Alas! the Name of Mothet I admire, 


pay , — 


S TO iy Pam „ 


— 


2 


tn 


Becauſe I'd eaſe her, and fully pleaſ&-hery (© "MF 
. I rock a Lodging for my Enfield Laſs ; 4-3 
Who was a Beauty, and knew her Duty, 
ck The Night wedid in youthful A 
With melting Bliſſes, and charming Kiſfes, a 
On downy Beds ſecure from Wind and Wes - 


ther 3 
Aud in the Morning, by a *g adorning , 
We roſe and drank a Glaſs of Wine together 
Wich Joys L crown'd ber, for then I found her 
To have a Heart far lighter than a Feather, 


" I having cor'd her, likewiſe afſur'd her, 
' If cer it was my luck to come that way 
; I'd pawn my Honour, to call 1 * ber, 
But for that time I could no lopger ſtay: 
. The loving Creature, of — Nature, 
Sbe gave me Twenty Kiſſes when we parted 
Becauſe ſhe never had found ſuch favour, 
In Love's ſoft Pleaſures to be ſo diverted : 
* Then ſtraight L mounted, for why I counted, 
| "Twas time I had bet Company deſerted, 


Iso N CCCCXXI. I Courts, &c. 


; N Courts, Ambition kills the Great, 
And Cities ftrive for needleſs Gain 
Some do in Battles meet their Fate, 
But I by Love, by Love am ſlain: 
Phaeton by Thunder, Thunder dy'd, 
Prometheus by the Vultur's Pain; 
This doom'd for Stealth, and that for Pride, 


_ ” 


T But I by Love, by Love am ſlain. 
x Let noiſy deſp'rate Fools be brave, ö 


And build up Trophies to the Skies 3 
De- My only Wiſh, ye Cods, I have, 
| When at Clorihda's Feet I die: 
Were L like ſoine ro Greatneſs born, 
To Fame and Empire rais'd up high z 
That Fame, that Empire I wou'd ſcorn, _ | 
And at Cloriada's Feet would die. 
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I. Frets ng ane of my Miſtreſs wy 
A ay fo folic and gays 


1 tickles my Fancy to tune her ſweet x Dirty, 
For Love all her Plays 4 


She's witty: rn and tunes like a riddle, 


ick and gay z; 
She begins at both Ends, and and ends inthe 18 


d 
For Lose was all her Play. | : 
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